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AN EDITORIAL 


Welcome to the first issue of TIME WARP. The fanzine you now hold In your 
hand has been the cause of grey halrs (premature, tet me hasten to add!), Inclp- 
lent ulcers, frazzled nerves, broken dates, writer's block, writer's cramp, the 
screamlng meemles, and acute attacks of mass hysteria. But If you, the reader, 
find I+ somehow pleasing, all shall have been worthwhI te. 


f have been reading sclence-fiction for over twenty years (4 can stIll re- 
member rebelling from the regurgitated pablum belng handed out to’ second and 
third graders in those days, and sidling over to the "teenage" section of my 
focal I!brary. After going through al! the horse books, and all the dog books, 
| tried mysteries and romances. But the former had no appeal and the latter | 
found downright dull - look, | was only’7 or 8! And In those days, who had ever 
even heard of Lolita? Let me hasten to add that i've since changed my mind about 
both mysterles and romances. But, to resume -by the merest chance | pIcked up 
a copy of Poul Anderson's Vault of the Ages. Addiction was' Immediate, and long 
lasting!) and have been a STAR TREK fan since September 8,1966. ‘Yet somehow, In 
al! that time, | never became Involved with fandom. 


My first exposure to fandom - of any kind - came when | read Star Trek 
Iives! and suddenly reallzed that those reruns on WPIX were not belng broad- 
cast to me alone. There were, quite litera}{y, thousands, maybe mI! !fons who 
found the STAR TREK universe to be "fascInating". | WAS NOT ALONE! 


| decided to get my feet wet. | entered the waters of STAR TREK fandom - 
by attending both New York:STAR TREK conventions (remember’-Januéry-and February, 
In New York?). Curiouser and.curtouser. Although | failed to see the connec- 
tlon between a "space-port girfy-gir!" and STAR TREK (I'd been under the Im- 
presston that "girly-gir4s". belonged to the multl-leveled-unlverse of Cordwalner 
Smith), | enjoyed myself mightily. 


_ Then a frlend became involved with the publication of a fanzine, FROM: THE 
INTERGALACTIC. CORPORATION OF QUADROTRITICALE QUIRPS, LTD. (1 kid you not. That 
Is the title of thelr 'zine. In desperation, the editors now refer-to It as THE 
INTERGALACTIC ETC.). She approached me for a TREK story, and | - poor fool - 
whl lingly agreed. : 


The difficult part came as soon as | had to determine what to write. 1 must 
have read the final chapter of Star Trek Lives! flfty times.over. Gradually, It 
dawned on-me. | could write anything! | could answer. any questions -+- might have 
about the STAR TREK universe {thank you, Leslie Fish! At last | know why Andor- 
lans have antennae!), | could provide sequels to "unfinished" episodes, | could 
create my own “alternate universes", | could envision "new voyages" for the USS 
Enterprise. All the “what-ffs" that had been hauntihg me for years could now be 
shared, | could have an audience - an appreclative audience by all | could de- 
termine - for the stories | had begun plotting while stI!l In complete Ignorance 
of: STAR TREK: fandom and fanzInes (and every ‘time | think of those wested.years 
1 crym!). 


| began to work simultaneously on two or three story possIbIlItles for THE 
ETC. But all the while, In the back of my mind, | was bulldIng up - and destroy-- 
Ing - empIres. Cytherea had to be written - Its "cycle" had come. (And can 
you Imagine the consternation of THE ETC.'s faneds? No way, no where, no when 
did they expect the reams of material that began to pour out of my type-writer. 
They'd have been happy with a short. short story. Instead, ‘they got a™seven 
chapter Introduction to a new "alternate unlverse", 


Not beIng one to do things In a small way, | began to explore the world 
of STAR TREK fanzInes - and, Incidentally, of fanzInes In general. | was en=~ 
grossed by the snIppets.of Prekfie (see how quickly one picks up the language?) 
presented In Star Trek Lives! or reprinted In New Voyages, so | tried to track 
down as many of the storles and articles as possible. I+ has been difficult, 
and even Impossible In some cases (many of the storles and articles mentioned 
In STL or reprinted In WV first appeared In fanzines that are Looong out of 
print!), but It has been a fascinating séarch with ever-widenIng ripples of 
Influence. 


Well, there | was. Becoming more and more engrossed In the world of fan- 
zInes, Creating a STAR TREK universe of my own In Cytherea... Attending STAR 
TREK conventions. The next step was Inevitable. | would become a fanzine’ 
editor myself. 


And here | am. I+ has been an arduous task, that there Is no denying. But 
seelng the finished product IIke thls, Tt was deffnttely-worth tt. 


We are presently accepting submisstons for TIME WARP 3. No publication date 
has been set for this as yet. There Is no deadlIne for submIsslons to TW. If 
number 3 Is filled, we will hold your submIsston for consideration In TIME WARP 
4. _ All submisstons will be considered. Although TIME WARP Is primarily a STAR 
TREK fanzine, storles or articles of a genera! sclence-fiction or fantasy or- 
lentation may be submitted, The only. criterla are quallty and space allowances, 
The fleld for submisslons Is open: fiction, speculative sclence articles and 
extropolations, critical essays on SF toplcs and on the ST unlverse(s), poetry, 
reviews, puzzles, vignettes, etc. 


If you would be Interested In Illolng for TIME WARP, please drop us a IIne. 
We are In need of "spot" I} lustrations (allens, ‘space-shIps, Enterprise crew, 
designs, etc.) for use as "fIller art". We are even more In need of artists 
wkiilng to Illustrate stories for TIME WARP. In addition, future Issues of 
TIME WARP will feature select art folios. Have an Idea you'd Ilke to develop? 
Drop us a IIne. (Bear In mind that Intricate shading or large black areas will 
not reproduce properly. Half-tone ‘screens may be used,however.) : 


Please énclose a SASE or sufficient return postage with al! submIsslons. 
Allow us time to thoroughly consider your work (at least a month). Major con- 
tributors wlll recelve free copies of the Issue In whIch thelr work appears. 


Letters-of+cémment are eagerly awaited at Isis Press. TIME WARP Is, after 
all, a fanzine. I+ Is In exIstence to glve you pleasure and enjoyment. Please 
let us know If we have succeeded. Appropriate LOCs will be printed In future 
Issues, and all notable comments wlll be passed on to the artist or author con- 
cerned, LOCs and submissions should be addressed to: TIME WARP, PO Box 296, 


Staten Island, NewYork 10301. Meanwhl le, enjoy---and PAX aan 3, (Ga 
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Clandestine Adventure 
of the 


Arcane Tomatoe! 


by Margret Mary Mc 


Uribeknownst to Captain KIrk, who wasi:Innocent ly at play In the gym, 
Sherlock Bones’ stalked the halls of the Enterprise, seekIng adventure. 


Just’as the good doctor passed the Botany:‘Lab, he found what- he was seek- 
Ing. 





Lieutenant Sulu ran out of the tab wkth.a loud yelp just as Bones 
sauntered by.. "My prize tomato Is gone!", shrieked the Ileutenant. 


"Don't tell me," said our hero. "The glant tomato that you were grow- 
-Ing In. the lab to be the blggest tomato In history Is missing-- and under 
extremely susp|clous circumstances. And furthermore, yeu are In-need of 
assIstance-- professtonal assistanee-such as mine, of course." 


"Huh? | What?", sald Sulu In true consternation. "But how could you 
possibly know?" -~ 


"It's nothing, my dear boy, don't compliment me. It Is merely a Jjéb. 
Truly elementary. And speaking of elementary-- walt a second,". 


And with that he ran. to ‘the wal fF compimicator . "Hello, Sickbay? 
Sherlock Bones here. Nurse Watson, come If convenient. If Inconvenient, 
come all the same." : 


"Yes, Doct--::Sorry. ‘Yes, Sher lock Bones!",. came the voice of our 


heroine, Nurse ChristIné Chapel, caf‘led Nurse Watsen by ° Sherlock Bones. 
"Er-- Sherlock Bones, where ave you?" 


There was some muttering from Sherlock Bones..@bout detective's assist- 
ants who were unable to detect the simplest things without the Master 
Detective's assistance. Then he relented and told Christine that he was 
tight outside the Botany -Lab with. Sulu. 


Christine went promptly to the Lab to joln them. 


When she arrlved, Sulu, more puzzled than ever, turned to her desper- - 
ately for an explanation to the events in which he had suddenly found him- 
self. Sherlock Bones, meanwhile, started Into the Lab to search for clues. 


'—- find. It best to humor the doctor when he gets In one of these moods", 
Christtne whIspered to Sulu. "lf the Captatn gets word of this, he'll soon 
stralghten tt al] out." 

Before she could continue, the doctor's voice Interrupted her. 


"Why don't y'all come In, Mr. Sulu, and you, too, Nurse Watson," ‘sald our 
hero, : 


As soon as they- joined him In the Lab, he began his formal preltminary 
questioning. 


"When did you last see your tomato?" 

"Before tunch." 

"Can you give a brief description of It? Be specific." 
"You know what a tomato Jooks I1ke!" 

"Please describe It. | need facts, man!" 


"Well, It looked-- well, |?ke-- ITke a regular tomato, Only blgger. And 
| feel pretty silly." 


"Mr, Sulu, If you wish me to solve thls case, you will tell me alz the 
facts," sald Sherlock Bones. "Please, describe the tomato.” 


"Well, It was greenish, and big." 

There was 4 giggle, and the three turned around to see Enstgn Chekov, who 
had entered the Lab In time to hear most of the preceding conversation. "Eet 
seems dat | left a fuel consumption report vhen | wisited my plants," he sald 
hurrlediy. He then busted hImself. 

The questioning continued, 


"Where did you last see this tomato, Mr. Sulu?" 


"On that tomato vine, right over there," sald Mr. Sulu, pointing +o where 
the plant stood In the corner of the Lab. 


_ Mr. Chekov found thls too much to bear and broke out glagting In Russlan. 
When everyone turned to face fim, he found hls report and scurrted to the 
door. "Have a wery nice day!"; “said he as.he backed out, still giggling. 


After a short pause Sherlock sald, "! wonder what he found so funny?" 


WhIle Mr, Sulu stayed tn the Botany Lab, Sherlock Bones went InvestIgat- 
Ing every lead. (Nurse Watson, of course, accompanied Sherlock Bones.) 


Sherlock Bones and Nurse Watson contcted thelr underground - the Medical 


Unit Irregulars. This unlt, headed by Ensign Pavel Chekov, could go anywhere 
In the shIp, through the shadows, to galn any Information needed by the great 


9. 


detective and his asslIstant, Today Chekov reported to the detective after 
regatntng the composure he fad lost durtng the Incldent In the Botany Lab. 


"| have made all de pwoper Inquwirles. De organization is at work!" 


Bones nodded at thls Information. Then he said, "Il didn't notice anything 
susp}clous. down at the Lab, did you?" : . 


_ "No, sir," sald Chekov to his leader's question, "I didn't." 


Bones nodded agaln and indicated that they would simply have to walt for 
some results to come from thelr Inquirles. However, slitting around watting 
for results Is the dullest thing Imaginable. Chekov was the first to get 
reeee! so he went out to find Sulu, who’ had by now totally recovered from his 

oss, - 


MeanwhIle, Lleutenant Lesile was working undercover for the Medical Unbt 
Irregulars and was Investigating the gym... He was questioning several crew, 
members as to thelr whereabouts when the:-tomato was;stolen, when Captatn Kirk 
approached him. : 


"Mr. Leslie, am | mistaken, or did | just hear you. askIng someone about 
a---- a tomato??" 


"No, str, you'tre.not mistaken, ‘You did hear me questloning the crew 
about a tomato." 


"Don't tell me,let me guess, A tomato was:stolen from the Botany Lab. It 
was: last seen hanging on a vine, and Sherlock Bones has been called In to In= 
vestigate. Furthermore, | suppose you are a representative of the Medical 
Unit Irregulars." Kirk's volce held the usue! sarcasm with which he was wont 
to refer to Sherlock Bones and hls assoclates. 


"Yes, slr. You are absotutely. correct!" exclalmed Les!le Jn complete 
aston|shment. 


"| am!" exclalmed Kirk In complete astonishment, 

"You certainly are, sIr. But may} ask you a question?" 
"Yes, Mr. Leslie?" 

"How did you: know, sire" 


Kirk just looked up and smiled. "A wlld guess, perchance?" sald Fe, He 
then sprinted out the door and ran to the Botany Lab. 


"Aha! Mr. Sulu! Mr. Chekov! | suspected that you might be here." 


"You did, KeptIn?" 


"Yes, Mr. Chekov. | just ran into Mr. Leslle and got the story=--: or, 


rather, gave the story. © 
"Sire" 


t 
"Never mind, Mr. Chekov, never mind," said Kirk. Where can | fInd the 
doctor?" . 


"lf you mean Sherlock Bones, he's In Sickbay," said Sutu, 


"Thank you, Mr. Sulu, | wit! see If.there has been any progress. Good 
day, gentlemen." With that, Kirk stalked out of the Botany Lab. 


When he stalked Into Slckbay In cturm, be was greeted by our hero. 
"Why, hl, JIm! ‘You just come on In and make yourself at home!" 


Well, wel{!| Sherlock Bones!! How's: your case goIng?" asked Kirk, "And 
you, Nurse Watson, is anything happening?" 


"Why, nothing at all, Captaln," sald Christine. 


"Are there any leads?" asked Kirk facetlously, scarcely -expecting an act- 
ual (response to hls question. 


"Yes," sald Sherlock, leaning close, "we have-a'definite lead." He !eaned 
closer. "It must rematn strictly conftdenttal, though." 


"But certalnly---" reptted -the Captain. 
"We suspect foul play--~. that of Professor Spocklarty." 


"Right. Sure, Why-not?" satd Kirk as-he exited hurriedly. "OK. Sure." 
He shook his head dazedly, 


After the Captaln had gone, Christine and Sherlock Bones busted themselves 
once more. After a moment, our hero looked up perplexediy. "DId he seem an-* 
noyed to you, Watson?" 


Meanwhile, Captaln Kirk had gone to the bridge-- seemingly the only place 
to escape from the ludicrous on the ship. ‘It*was, alas, hIs-only haven. SIt- 
ting at hls command chalr, feellng happiness: tn :the security It evoked, he re- 
viewed hls conversation with: Sherlock Bones; "Spocklarty?" he mumbled, unaware 
that I+ was audible. 


"Pardon me, sir?" sald Uhura disbeltevingly. 
"Spocklarty:Is; | bekleve, what the Captain said," stated Spock. 


Kirk rose and walked over to Spock's statfen, "You have, | perceive," 
sald Spock quletly, “been talking to Sherlock Bones. “4 gather he has recreated 
the ‘character of Sherlock Holmes! arch-enemy, Professor Moriarty's in me as Pro- 
fessor Spockiarty." 


"| do belleye the good doctor has‘.géne.‘too far this time," Kirk said. 
Spock ralsed an eye=brow, "Indeed?! 
"Have you heard any! of the particulars of this 'case’, Spock?" 


"Yes, | have. You see, the ‘Medical UnIt trregulars' reach further than 
you think." And with that, he looked meaningfully over at Uhura. 


"Oh?" sald Kirk, turning around and back. "You don't suphose Ft would hurt 
any If we Investigated? Just a IIttle bI+?" 


"No, | don't think so. In truth, | was-about to ask you the same thing." 
They -both left the bridge and went to the Botany Lab, the scene of tne 
crime. ‘Chekov and Sulu were stil! there, discuss!ng'plants. In Kirk's ab-: 


scence, they had been jolned by: * Yeoman Janice Rand, 


Spock, who was also Interested in plants, walked right over to the tomato 
plant. As Kirk stood watching, he gave the plant a thorough golng over. 


"Mr, Sulu," said Spock after some length of time, "you gave the description 
of the tomato as green, Is that not correct?" 


"Yes, Mr. Spock," replied the navigator. 
"Were there any ripe tomatoes the last time you fooked, Lleutenant?" 
"No, sir," Sulu responded. 


Spock turned to the Captain, "Please call ‘Sherlock Banas":and ‘Nurse 
Watson’ to the Botany Lab Immediately. 1 ‘think. | have a break In this 'case’." 


"Really, Spock?" asked Kirk. 

"Yes, Captain," his First Officer responded reassuringly. 

KIrk went to the wal! communicator and passed Spock's message along to 
Sherlock Bones. Intrigued, the good doctor promised to come to the Botany Lab 


immediately. 


Our hero entered the Lab accompanied by-hts chlef confidante. Sighting 
Spock, he shouted, "Aha! | knew our paths” would meet, Spocklarty!!" 


Ignoring this provocative remark, Spock .sald, "Doctor, please ask Mr. Sulu 
about the ripeness of his tomatoes. Then please look at the plant. Accept 
this as a donated clue, ladies-and gentlemen. And now, pfease excuse me." 
Spock then teft the Lab before anyone else could say a word. 


"What Is this? A red herring left me by my formidable opponent?" asked 
Sherlock Bones. "just what was It that he mentioned?" 


"Merely the fact that none of those tomatoes had been ripe," said Kirk. 


Haytng Followed Spock's logic to Its concluston, he now added innocently, 
"Whatever bearing tkat has on the case," 


"Well, let me look at that plant," sald Sherlock, 


He walked over to the vine and Inspected I+ carefully In the minutest de- 
tall. During this examination, his col leagues---: witth-one rather sardonic 
exception--- ‘held their breaths In bated anticipation. After some +Ime--- 
Indeed, just in time for Yeoman Rand, wko was. turning blue----he spoke, 


“Since none of these tomatoes-were ripe, Includimg the one you seek, | 
must assume that you thought only-an unripe, green tomato would be here. Did 
you ever think of looking for a ripe tomato In place of yeur green one?", 
Sherlock Bones questioned with. brilliant deduction. 


"Why, nol!" exclaimed Sulu. 
> 


"Then | must concltide,"” the great detective continued with his tine of 
reasoning, "that your tomato ripened while you were In the mess-room, and 
this magnificently succulent, rosy.red specimen Is In actuallty your missing 
prize-wtnner." : 


Sulu looked In wonder at the tomato to which Sherlock was pointing. "Why, 
how can 7 ever thank you for solving the mystery?" 


"There Is no need to thank me," said the doctor. "You see, since my Med- 
Ieal-UnIt Irregulars could find no clues, there must have been no clues to 
find. My.otd grand-. daddy waS a farmer, and! guess |'m just a plain old 
country boy at heart. That led mie to a theory, you see. | always say: when. 
you rule out the Impossible, then the possible, no matter how Improbable, fs 
always the truth," 


"How original!", declared Nurse Watson. "I! must Include that In my 
memoirs!" 


"Good Idea, Watson, old’chap," sald our hero. 


And so the story .ends,; Mr. Spock heard about Sherlock. Bones' "great 
triumph", but refused to comment=——<not ‘to.the Captain's surprise.- The ship 
salled onward, and--- with the noted exception of a few--- the crew: rested 
easier, ; 


, 


Until the next time Sherlock Bones ‘sought adventure, 
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It was a golden day, a placid day, the type of day poems are made of. The 
sky overhead- clear, bright, cloudless- was a blue so pure It almost hurt the 
eye to see. In the steady warmth of the sun, numerous Little flyIng Insects 
went steadily about thelr busIness. The contented humming of the Insects formed 
a rich background: for the occaslonal murmurs of drowsy farm animals baskIng In 
the sun's rays. 





In the midst of this tranqull scene slumbered an old frame farm-house. 
Bullt lovingly by hand In the late 19th century, scarcely a nal! or a brace 
still rematned of the original structure. ‘Yet so carefully had repairs and 
restorations been made, the very mood and shape of the original was retalned. 


The house was a large rambling structure, a white clapboard affalr with 
three storles and a wraparound porch. The rooms were large, hlgh-cel!Inged, 
open and alry. Green shutters: and a red shIngled roof added a bIt of color to 
the scene. Doors and windows were open to the warm summer morning, and gally \ 
patterned curtains caught vagrant breezes briefly In thelr folds before releas- 
Ing them to the InhabItants of the house. 


A young man came to the door. Bracing himself agalnst the door jamb, he 
stood contentedly looking out at the pastoral scene before him. The garden 
plot surrounding the house was a rlot of color and perfume. Roses, peonles, 
stock, ahd other summer flowers grew profusely: here, and thelr beauty and fe- 
cundIty added Immeasurably to the sense of peace, of rightness, about thls place. 


Drawing deep breaths of the perfume-laden alr, the young man stralghtened 
up and walked out onto the porch. Walking over to the ralling, he rested his 
welght on both arms whIle looking out across the panoramic country-slde. HIs 
eyes took In the rich flelds beyond the garden, the checkered design of fertile 
black farmland Interspersed with IIving, grow!ng patches In a thousand subtly 
different shades of green. a 
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Even though he knew the true work of the Home Farm took place In the large 
red, barn-I!ke structures In the distance- structures In which hydroponic vats 
multipifed the farm yleld by a factor of twenty-seven- this view of stItl rich 
land and of green produce never falled to move him emotionally. This land re- 
talned the appearance of what It had always been, and would, God willing, always 
remafn- a rich and fertile farmland, the fabled land of mllk and honey. 


A step sounded behInd hIm. He’turned to face a woman In her early. sixties. 
At flve-four, she=stood a full head shorter than he. She looked at him from 
gentle blue eyes stil] somewhat shadowed by recent sorrow. Her stIl! lovely 
face was only now regalning Its usual serenity. 


"Daydreaming, son?" 


"| was just thInkIng how lovely this Is." He made a sweeping gesture that 
encompassed more than just the physical display of beauty spread before them. 
It Included also the mood-of peace, the atmosphere of contentment. 


Her glance followed the sweep of hls hand. The understanding In her eyes as 
she turned back to him showed a deep appreclation of the things he had left un- 
sald. She herself sald only, "Since your father brought me here forty-two years 
ago, | have thought this one of the most beautiful spots on the face of the Earth." 


HIs eyes drank In the slumbrous beauty of the farm once agaln. Then he nod- 
ded his head slowly. "Yes, In Its own qulet way this Is, Indeed, most beautiful." 
He paused then, a glIb and facile man now face to face wlth a true and deep emo- 
tion. Mother is right, hls thoughts ran, this is indeed most beautiful. There 
may be places where beauty catches at the heart more readily, or where it calls 
attention to ttself more forcefully, but this--- this fills all my needs quietly, 
yet fully. He turned to her again, eyes sayIng what he could not. 


She lald her hand over his whére it rested agaln-on the railing. A soft 
sulle of ready sympathy lightened her grave face briefly. Aloud, her only 
response was, "| know, son, | know." 


\t was enough for her to say. Her son held her hand wlth hls and continued 
talking, "Mother, these:past few-days [!ve come to know such contentment, | 
find myself at times forgetting just why | came home." He looked out across 
the flelds once more to where a slender, youthful figure stood shoulder deep In 
green-gilt corn. He nodded toward the young boy. "And | fear Peter forgets, 
also," 


With qulet dignity and innate wisdom, the woman responded, "Forget, JIm? 
No, we have none of us forgotten George and Aurelan. Nor shatZ we forget. But 
thls Is Earth, son, And If there Is one lesson Earth imparts to her children, 
It is that |1fe does go on. The Earth stil! abides, James." 


Captain James T, Kirk of the USS Enterprise lodked out across the stIIl 
lovely and fertile farmland whlch he and his brother had known: as children. 
Peter Kirk, hls young nephew, chanced to look up at that moment. Seelng his 
uncle and grand-mother, he waved a greeting. 


James returned Peter's wave, then nodded his head slowly In recognTtHen of 
the validity of hls mother's words. "Yes, that could be It. I've learned to 
accept Sam's and Aurelan's deaths In the past few days. They dled, and | could 
do nothing at the time to save them. But thelr son Is here, and will grow to 
manhood where Sam and | also grew up. LIfe does continue. There's a sense of 
continulty here, of |Ife golng ever onward," 


Mrs. KIrk gave a faint smlle agaln, "Son, you are so very {Ike your fa- 
ther! ‘fou have gone, and you wi!l go again, to the most distant stars---~- but 
so long as you carry the memory of thls small and Insignificant world with you, 
all Is well." 


Jim Kirk cocked his head.to one side as he pondered hls mother's words. 
His brow furrowed wi#h thought as he followed her meaning to [ts Inner truth. 
Then he smiled ruefully; realizing that, although he.mlght have-explored the 
greater part of the known-galaxy, hls roots were here, In thls one small plot 
of land. And no matter how far he travelled, he had to return to that small 
Jowa farm now.and then, Only:.by*returnthg to the source of his strength could 
he renew hImself, and gain the strength to go on. Jim nodded again, saylng, 
"¥es, | see what you mean, Mother. And Sam---. Sam was also In need of the--- 
the continuance, the sou}, found only here." His eyes again took In the sun- 
gtisted beauty of the garden and the fleids beyond, 


Mrs. Kirk nodded agreement. "Yes, James, so it has ever been. The Kirks 
have always been a wanderIng tribe---: bu¥ with the need for strong roots, for 
tap-toots which can nourish thelr precious growth of freedom. Always: the Kirks 
have carved out for themselves a strong-hold, » home-base from whlch to mount 
an assault on the frontier of the moment. And now, even though that frontier 
has expanded to take In the stars themselves, the need for home remains." 


Jim watched as a young collle pup, an almost exact duplicate of the pet he 


and George Samue! had loved over twenty years. ego, frisked up to Peter, who 
now lay stretched full-length beneath ‘the shade-producing IImbs of a gnarled 
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old appletree, "And Peter--=-,wlll he also take the taste, the smell, the feel 
of. €arth outward with him to the stars?" 


A serene, private smile lit hls mother's face. No, JIm. | do not think 
so, Peter, | feel sure, ts |Ike me. Peter will stay here, a part of the soll 
and the land, a guarlan of the hearth preserving tradition for yet another gen- 
eration of explorers eager to push back the frontlers of knowledge." 


"Yes, | can see that. | suppose, In a way, Peter will be happler than |. 
He'l! always have the land, the soll, a... a beach to walk on." 


“And eyentually, Jim, because of the strength and security Peter gives to 
hts famtly here at the Home Farm, the Kirks wlll again reach out to the stars. 
This," she gestured towards the golden-green luxury of the farmland, "Is but a 
renewal of promise." 


JIm nodded again as hls eyes once more took In the sprawltng, peaceful 
scene before him. Then he and hls mother turned to enter the house. Home Farm 
had fulfilled Its task of repair and revitalization. His major wound over his 
brother's death was=now-heallng over, Captain James T. "Kirk was: ready to pre-- 
pare for the return to his shlp. 
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by John Augustus Kirk (1856-1904), edited by Andrina Lewis 


The song of the sea, with its haunting refrain, 
Repeats Its sweet echo despite my heart's plea, 
It echoes, re-echoes, again and again - 

The song of the sea. 


| cannot escape it, nor think myself free 
Of Lorelel's singing, as hushed as the rain 
CaressiIng me now as | stand on the lea. 


My love holds my hand, and she knows not the pain 
! feel when she’asks, "Do you stay now with-me?" 
How can | answer when | hear ever plain 

The song of the sea. 





(The above poem was. discovered by Dr. Andrina Lewis, Starfleet historian, 
In the course of reséarch for a blographical study of the Kirk family. 
It, more than any dry composition or study, will serve to throw IIlght on 
certain hereditary characteristics of members of ‘this famous family. 
-Encyclopedia Terrestrialis, Part Nine, Biographies. 









‘A QUIBBLE 
WITH TRIBBLES 





_ It's only a friendly little tribbter+.and. it destroyed two KI ingon warships 
and:aplanetary ecology... '!whence and what art thou, execrable shape?! 


Orie Cyrano Jones, entrepreneur extraordinaire, stols'a/the glommer, a ~~ 
creature supposedly genetical ly: engineered by the Klingoni for pest control, 
He'admitted to having been on a Klingon-ruled planet. How did.he happen to be 
on the very planet the glommer was devalop’on?’ How did he find out about It? 
How did Jones steal the tribble eradicator? 


If one supposes that Cyrano was-as.he seemed to be, a harmless trader with 
a predifection for alcohol, then the only.way:-hé:could have heard of and ob- 
tained the aforementioned creature Is by--having been captured by the KI Ingon 
authoritles. One wonders how-he managed to escape unscathed. 


Klingon! have a well-deserved reputation-for the efficlency and palnfulness 
of thelr Interrogation methods. By, questioning Jones, they would have found 
the location of the home planet of “the tribbles and, undoubtedly, as It Is lo- 
cated In what they. certalnly would have construed as thelr territory, would 
subsequently have visited It. 


They*had made several hundred attempts before successfully creating the 
_glommer. In:lteu of these.attempts, it would™ have been. much simpler and far 
* less expensive to export the tribble's natural predator, If such exIsted, If 
this-alleged rapacious multiped was teo viotent.for Kl Ingonl to allow’to roam 
freely, they would no doubt have developed and used a less virulent straln. 
The Implication In More Trouble, More Tribbles was that the Klingon! had devel- 
oped an entirely new breed of animal. The glommer was the result of long ex- 
perimentation. If It.had been created from an already extant predator, they 
would not have been so extreme in thelr efforts to recover the glommer. All 
they had to do waS-return-to the home-ptanet, obtaln another pseudoglommer, and 
use whatever genetic methods worked the first time. Coneluééon: either the 
Klingont involved are stupid as hell, or the tribbles have only their native 
environment as predator, 
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What sort of planetary conditions can exlst that would kil! off extremely 
large numbers of tribbles In a brlef perlod of time (I estimate a declmation of 
90% of the tribble population every twetve hours or so), require them to be flat 
ellipsolds with fur, no teeth, and a purring/shriekIng mechanism, and allow them 
to extst, and, Indeed, proliferate {n a terrestrial environment? 


» Consider. all the natural disasters: known to mankind. The deadly-ones. How 
many are’ elther continual or recurring every ten to twelve hours? ... 1'm stifl 
waittng. Through elaborate, arduous, and hopefully-tbut- not-bloody-IIkely con- 
ststent Aristotellan chatns of logic, | eliminated al! natural causes presently 
known to mankind (translation: 'me'). If the Reader wishes to propdse. some 
cause. unknown ‘to man, | beg forglveness and ask my: Noble Reader to (expletive 
deleted), Thts Is meant to be a reasonable discussion based on what we know, 
('stdes, Hodgkins Law of Parallel Planet Development would probably prove any- 
thing you might think up invaltd,..) 


Coneluston: ‘not absolute, but damned plaustble --- tribbles have no pred- 
ators whatsoever (with the posstble exception of J. Tomeat and Koloth). And be- 
cause they do not, and as they are rather prolific, the only possiblte conclusion 
Is thatthey ave artificial creatures, created by some less-than-transcendental 
being for whatever reason. 


As to these belngs' motlvation-- as pets, perhaps? Unlikely. Genetically 
program ecological disasters Into your pets? Why? Unless... they are meant 
to be disasters. Consider If you will, agriculturalwarfare. A step beyond mere 
bactertological-agricultural warfare. Seml-Intelligent belngs making nuisances 
of themselves In a myrlad ways to supposedly Intelligent species... 


And yet, who was It that [Introduced tribbles to Known Space? Why, our old 
friend, Cyrano. There are three possIbilIties-~ elther Jones is a Federatton 
agent, a Kl}{ngon agent, or he works for someone else (Himself, you say? Now 
really...). If he works for someone else, then he must be el ther genetically 
human-- as shown by McCoy's examInatlon of Jones (an attempt to tell whether or 
not he was'a Klingon agent), or some super-human belng capable of foollng McCoy 
and the ship's computers. Somehow, | refuse to ascribe such disgracefulness In 
the former case to Bones. He knows that Kirk's entire career as well as his own 
{the matter Involves medical research) rests on the result. ‘fou might postulate 
falllbliIty of Bones, due to the stress of the situation. Need | remind the 
Reader that the last time McCoy was guilty of such flagrant errors he was suf+~ 
fering from a supposedly Incurable disease? 


Could Jones really have been a KiIngon agent? And the planetary ecological 
.damage a mere fabrication? How does the Reader explaln the destruction, val!- 
dated elsewhere of two warships, and the glft of the glommer to the Federation? 
And why devise tribbles so that they IIke Terrans and Vulcans but despise KIIng- 
onl? No, the only reasonable explanation Is that Cyrano Jones was and Is an 
agent of the United Federation of Planets. 


This theory wilt explain a‘lot-of facts, If Jones is a Terran spy of such 
magnitude, he'd know of the glommer, have a reason for destroying an ecology, 
be capable of stealing a top-secret prototype, be capable of foollng several 
starships! captains, as well as twisting them around his fat finger, and be re- 
leased so soon from K-7 (that always bothered me...). 


The sples of real life are anythtng but flamboyany, usually quite ordinary 
Cyrano strtkes a golden mean because he seems so ordinary with his dellberately 


attentton-greébb{ng speeches. And Kirk makes a perfect patsy and/or foll for 
him. 


One supposition Is that Barls was re- lly also an agent, perhaps Jones! 
supertor officer. The matter was of sufficlent Import that two undercover 
agents were needed. And again, obviousness:and‘detibarately making a pest of 
himself keeps suspIclon from the agent Involved. 


This exposItion casts considerable doubt upon the character and good nature 
of the Federation, Such anti-Klingon action Is In deliberate violation 6f the 
Organlan Peace Treaty, The Federation must have viewed this as a last bld for 
power, with the hope that a solltary agent carrying "harmless little tribbles" 
would be unnotlced, 


Whtte most Readers wl!l find more or less to quibbl e with with my 'proof', 
It should be agreed that Cyrano Is more than he seems. "The rabbit fondles his 


own harmless face," does he? Well, thls Is one fat rabbIt+ | rather distrust-- 
be he spy, or deml-god, 
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OBLIGOTORY TRIBBLE/STARWARS CARTOON Be 


THE JACOBEAN CHRONICLE S:PART TWO 


by Janice Rand, edited by Andrina Lewis 


Perplexedly, | watch 

As you turn away. 

Useless now to protest, 

You have chosen to go, 

Loving you, | watch you leave. 
Clearly, 

This Is what you want, 

Although | know not why. 

Having no desire but to please you, 
| shall -not try to halt your flight. 
Leave me, my unloving jove; 

Loving you, | bid you go, 


How strange! 

My heart feels naught. 

A pall of fine-spun Ice 

Enfolds It, 

Numbing it to joy and paly alike. 

How fortunate, 

‘Lest ‘the paln of you release my tears 
To wash away the ice 

And let me feel the agony of Hel! 
Which Is life - without you. 


Loving you, 

| wish only to please you, 
Therefore, 

| shall say "Adieu," 

And not "revoir." 

Not "Till then," 

But "Farewell." 


Godspeed, my love; 

Do not remember me 

Lest yeu begin to pity 

And feel guilt. 

| shall forgive the cavalier repulston 
Which you gave my heart - 


Because | love, 


| love! 


With seeming nonchalance, 

| watch you walk away 

With casual backwards wave. 

No thought you give 

To what | do 

Now you're;not here, 

Determinedyy, 

| match yobr casualness 

In "friend-well-met" 

Comaraderle. 

| know my place. 

You've taught me It. 

| shall not again 

My heart lay bare 

That you may prod Its core 

With Impersonal glance. 

The best of friends Is what 
we'll be, 

As you desire - 


Of course, It may be ten 
thousand years, 

Or more, 

Ere | forget to remember 


That | love you. 


Beneathe my feet 
The unsteady Jeverage 
Of the quagmIre of your love, 
Desperately, 
| turn to you 
And beg you to release me; 
| cannot free myself, 
But then - 
You smile, 
‘You wink, 
You kiss me unawares, 
You are ~ 
And | sink ever deeper 
Into the quicksand of your 
evasive love. 


Release me! 


(These poems, penned by Janice Rand before she left the USS Enterprise, are 


now being collected by Dr. Andrina Lewis, 


an historian with Starfleet. [+ 


Is believed that the poems refer to James T. Kirk, Jacobean being the poss- 


essive form of James. 


Part One of the Chronicles appeared in Sehlat's Roar 5.) 
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os by Elspeth Mosher 


CAPTAIN'S LOG, STARDATE 4607.1: 
Captain James T, Kirk reporting. We are in stand- 
ard orbit around the planet Elysia. Initial reports 
fram the exploration branch of Starfleet indicate 
that Elysia is eminently suited for colonization by 
humanoid populations. An Earth-Mars type planet, 
Elysia possesses many salient features. The climate 
is ideal for farming and related industries, the 
land is rich and arable. There are extensive farm- 
lands, grasslands, and forests, as well as rich min- 
eral deposits. ‘There is an abundance of native life, 
‘but no indication of a native sapient race. So far 
as could be determined by the initial exploration 
team, Elysia is a true Eden. 


The Enterprise has been ordered to eseort:a team of 
_scientists.to Elysia;» They~are to set*up ‘a permanent 
installation and run intensive tests’of the planet's 
environment. Should their tests corroborate the in- 
itial reports, Elysia will be opened for colonization 
within the next five to ten years. 


Mr. Spock has beamed down:to the planet's surface 
with a landing party to run a final check on the site 
chosen.for the survey camp. If everything “goes accord- 
ing to plan, the permanent site will be-set up within 
48 hours, and our passengers will be beamed to their 
new home. 


It had been a routine planet beam-down, Even Spock, who had grown wary of 
Eden-Iike planets, found himself relaxing In the sun's soothing warmth. STd+ 
ver-green grass formed a lush carpet underfoot, and calendula-IIke flowers dot- 
ted this carpet at yarious Intervals. Murmurous Insect Ilfe was rife. Smabd 
fleld creatures popped their heads out of the grass from time to tlme, show!ng 
no signs of fear at sight of the landing party. 


As he walked, Spock found himself thInkIng of that other Eden, Owtcron 

Cet] Il!, But Elysta's sun produced no berthold rays, and no space-born symb]~ 
otic spores had become rooted In Its soll. Inevitably, as they ofven did when 
he thought of that now-tost paradise, Spock's thoughts turned to the words with 
which his captaln had broken his dependence on those spores. Potnty eared elf 
.who should be sttting on a mushroom. The words no longer hurt, but thelr touch 
of whimsy continued to fascinate him. A Vulean elf... most illogical, hls 
thoughts continued. 


Spock's curlosIty, always one of his major character |stics, led him to ex- 
plore a nearby grove of tall blue-green trees. He walked through the forested 
area, making notations from time to time of the native fauna and flora. His 
discerning eyes saw no sign of any overt danger which sight Imperl! any future 
colony. A large clearlihg opened In front of Spock, and he paused In amazement. 
There, before’fhis eyés,; was a mushroom-}ike growth 2.89 meters tall. A minute 


‘belng measuring .43 meters sat on top of the fungold growth. 
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Were he completely human, Spock would have rubbed his eyes in disbellef. 
The tiny being was winged, but with wings so gossamer thin, I+ seemed {mposs= 
Ible for eyen tts slight welght to be IIfted by them. The face and body struc- 
ture of the tiny allen were Identiflably female. She had:long black halr which 
tumbled freely down her back. To add to the sense of unreality In the scene 
before hIm, her ears were -polnted and her brows arched familiarly. Moreover, 
unbellevable though It was, she was dressed ina science officer's uni form-- 
complete to the proper Identifying Insignia on the chest. 


The surrealistic atmosphere was strengthened by the fact that she was put- 
ting to her mouth a small, silver, flute! lke Instrument. From this she was 
coaxing a song of almost unbearable sweetness, a primeval melody which twined 
its way, around both emotion and Intellect. 


For more than 2000 years of recorded hIstory, there had been no Incidents 
of Insanity th Spock's family. He rather doubted that he would be the first. 
There must be a logical explanation for this phenomonen, he thought as he sur- 
veyed the rather illogical apparition before him. 


Spock unstung the tricorder from his shoulder. Pointing it at the giant 
mushroom and its tiny occupant, he took a reading. Both mushroom and female 
belng registered strongly on his tricorder. Spock made-a circufar-sweep of the 
area. His tricorder appeared to be In perfect working order. It would appear 
the mushroom and tts... its occupant are indeed present. Fascinating, but such 
a prompt response to my inner thoughts is, to say the least, rather dtsquiet- 
ing. FrownIng slightly, Spock unhooked hls communicator. 


Keeping a wary eye on the tiny allen, Spock fllpped open’ The sending grid 
on hls communicator. "Dr. McCoy, come In please." _— 


"SIckbay. What Is It, Spock?" questloned the chlef medical officer of the 
Enterprise. 


"Dr. McCoy, please take a life-form reading of this area to within a 700 
meter radius." 


There was a pause, then the doctor's volce came over Spock's communicator. 
"Readings. taken, Spock. What specific Information do you require?" 


"What readings are in my exact proxlmity?" 


"Readings are identical to the general planet readings taken before beam- 


down. Insects, smalser animal forms. Nothing particularfty unusual or out- 
standing." 
Spock frowned thoughtfully. "Doctor, could you be a little more specific 


In your: reddings?" 


"Well, you are within a smal! glade. The other five members of the land- 
ing party have scattered and are outside your requested 700 mile radius. In 
your immediate vicinity are several creatures analogous to field mice, moles, 
rabbits, insects, birds, and such. Now, Is that sufficiently specific, or", 
McCoy's voice became Jaced with sarcasm, "do you want me to tel! you how many 
fleas are on the fur of the rabbit watching your scientific nonsense from the 
shade of the third tree to your right?" 
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Spock Ignored the doctor's rather emotional response-- although he did, 
surreptitiously, glance over to the forest from where a small rabbit was, ‘In- 
deed, regarding him with bright eyes. A rather interesting example of paratlet 
planet development, he thought. Aloud he asked, "There was no Indication of 
sentlent life, or of a humanold life form?" 


"Spock, you know very well I'd have told you If there were." 


The Vulcan First Officer ralsed a quizzical brow. "There seems to be an 
anomaly, doctor. | am presently looking at a small Vulcan elf. She registers 
on my -tricorder as a living, sentient beIng. ‘Yet you tell me that you have no 
record .of her existence on the ship's Instruments. There Is, of course, .the 
added problem that elves do not exist in Vulcan tradition. | am, therefore; 
somewat at a loss to account for her." : 


The pause from the Enterprise was longer this time. Then Dr. McCoy's _ 
worrled volce came through. "Spock, It's been two-and-a-half years sInce your 
last shore-leave. ‘Youre over-worked, over-tired. !'d suggest..." 


Dr. McCoy, | am not hallucinating. Directly In front of me Is a small elf 
seated on a large mushroom." 


McCoy's voice, sounding even more worried than before, came through to him 
again. "An elf. Seated on a mushroom. Spock, If you're not hallucinating, 
you must be’ joking. 


"Vulcans do not joke, doctor." 


"So you keep telling me... But the alternative is that you've finally warp- 
ed that precisely honed Vulcan mind to the polnt where it's short-circulted. 
{'m coming down, Spock. Stay there." 


A brief pause, then McCoy's voice added as an after-thought, "And keep 
that blasted elf there, too." 


Spock made no immediate response to McCoy. He-closed his communicator and 
replaced it on his belt. Then he took another series of tricorder readings for 
comparative purpose. ‘The results were the same. Nodding his head thoughtfully, 
Spock closed. his tricorder’and slung it over his shoulder. Then, folding his 
arms, he waited patiently for McCoy to appear. 
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Within moments, a golden column of sparkling light appeared within the 
glade. This Immediately coalesced Into the colid form of the ship's chlef 
Surgeon. 


"Now just where the..." McCoy's volce died out as his startled eyes took 
in the appearance of the tiny elf seated on the huge mushroom. "Good lord, 
Spock! You were right." 


"But, of course." 


McCoy held his med!-kit scanner up to the tiny alfen. "She registers on 
this, Spock. | don't understand. | tell you, nothing uncommon, or even 
remotely resembling this scens registers on ship's Instrumentation." 


"Doctor, | am as at a loss to explain thls untoward event as you are." 


McCoy stood In silent contemplation. Then he turned to Spock. "Spock, 
It could just be that I've been assoclating with you too long. 1 could be 
sharing In your halluctInation." 


Spock gave a small sigh would have symbollzed extreme exasperation In a 
human beIng. "Doctor, Vulcans do not hallucinate." 


"| grant you, she appears real. But why doesn't she register on ship's 
Instruments? All systems were overhauled two months ago and are In perfect 
working order." 


Durtng this Interchange, the |Ittle elf had stopped playIng her mustcal 
Instrument. WIth her head cocked to one side, she appeared to be avidly Its- 
tenting to the conversation of the two officers. A definite gleam of Intelli- 
gence could be seen In her eyes as she IIstened. Spock took note of this 
fact. Turning to McCoy he asked, "Exactly how does one go about Introducing 
one's self to an elf?" 


McCoy looked at hIm askance. | have absolutely no Idea of the proper 
protocol, Spock. Shall we sIlmply go up to her and Introduce ourselves?" 


The two officers approached the huge mushroom. With typical Southern 
gallantry, McCoy swept a deep, graclous bow In the direction of the elven 
belng. Stralghtentng up, he addressed the tiny sprite with the vowels of his 
Georgla home-land honey-rich in hls volce, saying, "Ma'am, | am Leonard McCoy 
of the USS Enterprise. MMy companion is Mr. Spock, Its First Officer. Whom 
have | the honor of addressing?" 


The elf broke Into a delicious tinkle of laughter. That laughter was 
everything that every falry-tale of earth had ever promised It to be. Sun- 
light and moon-light, silver mists and golden frult were all contained In 
that laughter. 


The elf's tiny wings began to beat the alr. Despite thelr seemlng 
fragility, the wings IIlfted her Into the alr above the mushroom. She 
swooped and soared around the two Enterprise officers. Then, like a huge 
dragon-fly, she hovered In the alr In front of Spock. Wordlessly, the two 
confronted one another from jet eyes set beneath Identical brows. Then she 
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gave another gurgle of laughter and disappeared completely from sight. 


McCoy. looked at his medI-scanner In disbelief. There had been no sign of 
any energy transfer at the moment of her disappearance. One moment she was 
there, the next moment she was not. "Spock," he asked resignedly, "What have 
you gotten me Into now?" 


"| fall to understand your meaning, doctor. The allen belng we saw Is 
a fact. Our portable Instruments definitely récorded her presénce. Our job 
Is determine by what agency ship's Instrumentation were kept unaware of her 
exIstence." 


McCoy looked at First Officer Spock In silence for several minutes more. 
Then, shaking his head, he sald, "Spock, If | know my Vulcans-- and, after all 
these years | am finally beginning to-- we'll soon discover that you had every 
thing to do with both her existence and her dSsappearanco, 


"Your words are unfounded’'and ‘Il logical,'' Spock said, but his thoughts 
ran along different channels. Strange how humans can often reach an answer 
that approaches the truth by taking quantum Leaps over thé process of logic. 
There is no way the doctor can know that the elf was brought into existence 
in response to my thoughts. Is this another of his 'hunches'? 


McCoy eyed Spock steadily, then replied, "Perhaps. However, | have’ the 
Intuitve feellng that I'll be gee correct." 


Spock refused to ceutiant Instead, he unslung his tricorder'’ abali and 
made a systematic search of the glade. He was looking for some clue, some 
hint Into the nature of the tiny allen. ’ 


McCoy stood to one side, a gently sardonic smile on his face as 6 
watched Spock search ‘fruitlessly. : 


Spock looked up. "Are you not going to assist me, doctor?!" cla 


McCoy gave a very exaggerated sigh. "Ali right, Spock. But It won't do 
any good." He did Indeed help Spock with hls search. However, he did so 
with such an alr of exaggerated reluctance that, nena burian let Ahlen 
threatened to break through Spock's Vulcan. calm. 


At last, tacitly admitting’ that McCoy had been right'Tn his final: suppos- 
Ition, Spock sald, "I think that Is al'l we can do dowh' here. Let us ‘return to 
the Enterprise, and obtain the help of the ship's’ computers." 


McCoy agreed readily, and Stood by patiently while Speak contacted ‘the 
other members of the landing party. 


abo 


Spock's questioning revealed that none of the other landing’ party members 
had sighted anything out of the ordinary. They admitted that the scientific 
Information they had gathered had not yet been collated or: analyzed; but to 
them, Elysia was stil! Eden-- an Eden devold of elves, Vulcan or otherwise. 
Spock directed all five members of the landing party- to meet him at the orlg- 
Inal beam-down site, then turned to McCoy. "Doctor?" 


Spock and McCoy set out to rejoin the crew. At the last minute, Spock 
turned to look at the glade one more time. Both brows raised In extreme sur- 


27. 


prise. For'precisely 1.37 minutes the glade was filled with a glowing, golden 
nimbus.. Uncharacteristically, he blinked.his eyes, .and the glow disappeared. 
Spock ‘shrugged be This was one more plece to the puzzle. that was, eee: 


Boma . and ‘Jaeger were already at the beam-down site when McCoy and Spock 
arrived. Rodriguez artived almost simultaneously with the senlor officers. ; 
They walted several minutes longer for the final members of the landing party 
to appear. Barrows and Suu did not arrive, however. A falnt frown.on his face, 
Spock sent a’sfgnal out to the two missing crew-members. There was no response 
on any wave-band of the communicator. ile 


Meanwhtle, McCoy Kad been deep In Hi Cua He looked up at Spock's fallure 
to contact Barrows or Sulu. 


"Spock, do you think this could be another 'shore-{eave! planet?" 


Spock thought deeply for a minute. Shore leave planet? Indeed. Such a 
posstbility would some of the anomalies I have discovered to date. He nodded. 
That may account for the Inexplicable events we have experienced thus far, 
doctor. Although we have ‘not seen a.Keeper, that does not entirely negate . 
your suppos!I tion." 


McCoy ‘nodded In turn. It would also help to explain the sudden, disappear- 
ance of two of the most overly romantic members of the Enterprise crew." 


"Overly romantic?" 


Yes, Spock. Overly romantic. Barrows envisions herself a falry-tale pr'n- 
cess and Sulu has.a deeply felt desire to be a swash- buck! ing musketeer or. a 
knight of old. If thls ts a 'shore-leave' planet, can you imagine what the an- 
drold proylders would be capable of creating for our merriment with the combIned 
Imag!nation of those two to draw on?" 


Despite his Vulcan herltage, Spock gave a visible shudder. All too vividly 
he now recalled certain past Incldents In which Sulu and Barrows had flgured 
only too prominently-- Incldents which only underscored the deep-rooted romanti- 
clsm which Jay beneath the external scientific proficiency of Lt. Itaka Sulu.and 
Ensign Tonla Barrows. Spock, looked around with a slight grimace of distaste, ° ~ 
almost as though anticipating fire-breathing dragons or talkative white rabbits 
to appear suddenly. Nelther dragons nor white rabbits appeared. Nor did Sulu 
and Barrows. . 


. The problem was assuming major proportions. Spock took out h}s communica- 
tor and contacted. ithe’ Bplay rege, "Spock ta transporter room, Spock to trans- 
porter. room." . 5 : 4 








Transporter Ghief Kyle, bene: “tes, Mr. Spock?" 
"Flve to beam up, Mr. Kyle." 


. "Yes, sir, ana 
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Beam-up was accomp|Ished without any difficulty. Once In the main trans- 
porter room, Spock dispatched the members of the landing partyto thelr various 
functions. Boma, Jaeger, and Rodriguez were to transfer the data they had gath- 
ered to ship's computers and begin to compile the statistics necessary for the 
fInal determinationof the status of the planet. 


Callng McCoy over, Spock sald, "Doctor, | suggest we go to the bridge and 
let the Captain know of the recent actIvitles on Elysla's surface. We wlll then 
be able to Inliiate a search for Sulu and Barrows." 


Spock and McCoy took the turbo-II1ft to the bridge. During the entire trip 
they remained sttent, Spock pondering on the events of the last hour, McCoy 
locked In hls own thoughts. The turbo-lift doors opened at the bridge and 
McCoy and Spock stepped out. 


"JIm, you'll! never belleve..." McCoy began, but his volce dled out as the 
entire bridge crew winked out of existence. Where there had been a scene of 
bustiIng activity there was now a totally empty, echoIng bridge. McCoy turned 
to Spock. "Spock, | think our hallucination Is spreading." 


"Doctor, thls time you may be even more correct than you think." 


The two senior officers of the Enterprise began a systematic search of the 
bridge. Spock, extremely well-read, and versed In varlous oddities, was re- 
minded of the mystery of the Marie Celeste and other such "ghost ships". The 
bridge was completely deserted, yet there were no signs of violence, no signs of 
any danger remalning to threaten Spock or McCoy. Afl looked as though the © 
bridge crew had stepped away momentarlly. One of Uhura's earrings was stIli ly- 
Ing on thecommunications board. A small pocket calculator had been propped 
agalnst the engineering console. The Captain's chair stil! swung back and 
forth, as though belng glven Impetus by his body. 


"Spock, If we ever clear this up, |'m turning us both In for a five month 
sick leave." 


"| am sure that wil! not be necessary, Doctor. There must be a logical ex- 
planation underlying these events. Do you recall anything that may help us un- 
derstand these seemingly Inexp!Icable events?" 


McCoy frowned thoughtfully. “I didn't Iike to mention I+ at the time, be- 
cause | was half afrald It might really be part of an hallucination, but when 
our bridge crew disappeared, | could've sworn | heard the laughter of our little 
elven friend from the mushroom." 


Spock slowly nodded hls head. "I, also, thought | heard such a sound." 


Spock walked over to the communications console. He called Chief Engineer 
Scott and ordered him to the bridge with a full back-up crew after tersely ex- 
plaining the situation. Then he contacted Boma, Jaeger, and Rodriguez. Since 
returning to thelr respective laboratorles, none of the three had observed any 
unprecedented Incidents, and all were enthuslastic about the data they had re- 
covered on the planet. 
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"Sir, there IS massive evl- 
dance of recent extensive terra- 
forming," revorted Boma. 


"And, Mr. Spock, | can find 
no evidence of animal or foss!} 
remalns prior to 25 years ago," 
vaegar added. 


Rodrigue, concurred with the 
reports from his fellow officors 
and contributed, "Sir, I've not- 
Iced some very subtle hints of 
meteariogicaf anomafles thet could 
result from climate contre|."' 


Spock raised a brow. "Cn an 
uninhabited planet? Interesting." 


Spock closed the communica- 
tions channels. Siientiy, he 
stared dewn at Uhura’s golden 
earring, mute testimeny to the 
actual existence of the Bantu 
Communications Officer. Spock 
knew that, tecanically, Uhura wes 
out of uniform when she were her 
earrings on duty. lfowever, with tne sensitivity that had been helghtened .by so 
many ysars of Interaction with humans, he knew that the very individualism which 
caused her to wear such Items of personal adornment while on duty also made her 
the outstaning officer shewas. 





Thoughtfutly fingering the earring the whfle, Spock opened all frequencies. 
on the communications board. A random check of ship's services and personnel 
revealed ‘that, wlth the exception cf the bridge, atl appeared to be normal. 


Spock looked over to wher McCoy was standing. The doctor was shaking his 
head from side to side slowly. "I've told you, Spock, you're the source of the 
hallucination. The only reason {'m sturina It is because |'in here with you," 


Spock refused to comment on McCoy's deliberately provecative remarks. He 
continued to bemusedly run his Fingers up and down the shiny surface of Uhura's 
sarring as he tried to make some sense of the fast few chaotic hours. Phere 
mat be a logieal pattern te all of this, if f add abt the factors, I should 
be nble to sense where events are leading. "he etf. ‘sappearance of the 
bridge are. The planetary anomalies our science survey team has discovered. 
The misveudings of our ship's sensors. What pattern can I dtacern from this? 

















a 


Ha closed his hand thoughtfully over the bauble. Someone, or some thing, 
é An elf, and an 





iLeuppearance. Magical? Of ecurse! 
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Turning to McCoy, he asked, "Are you golng to accompany me, doctor?" 
"Where?" 


. By this time Spock was half-way to the turbo-IIft door. "Back to the 
planet," he threw over his shoulder. 


McCoy shrugged. "For what good It'I! do, Spock, !'m right behInd you." 


Scott arrived at that moment with his back-up crew, and Spock turned the 
con over to hIm. Spock and McCoy entered the turbo-lift and within seconds 
were delivered to the maln transporter room. Transporter Chlef Kyle was stIl! 
on duty. Spock walked over to the main control console of the transporter. 

He and Kyle talked quletly together several minutes, then Spock began to lay 
In an Intricate pattern on the transporter board. Spock turned to McCoy. 
"Doctor, | suggest that we don IIfe-support sults." 


"LI fe-support-sults? Spock, It's an Eden-like climate down there!" 


"Doctor, please humor me In thls request. If you must, | have a-- a 
"hunch' that IIfe-support sults may be vital to our continued existence." 


McCoy gave Spock a look that spoke of shock, but gave no more arguments. 
He put on one of the seldom-used Ii fe-support sults, as did Spock. Both men 
then mounted the transporter platform. Kyle worked the controls of the pre- 
set transporter. Spock felt a famIllar tingling sensation. At hls slde he 
could see McCoy sparkle Into nothingness. Before he himself was disintegrated 
by the energies of the beams, Spock looked ‘over to where Kyle stil} stood at 
the transporter board, a look of utter amazement and complete disbellef on his 
face. Quickly, before the Enterprise was completely lost to his view, Spock 
followed the path of Kyle's gaze. There, doubled up wlth laughter, was the 
tiny sprite from the planet below. 


So,he thought with pleasure, I must be nearing the truth. 


On Elysta's surface, two columns of glowing IIght slowly solldified 
Into the forms of the senlor officers of the USS Enterprise. They had 
transported Into the middle of a flercely raging storm. A storm of such 
overwhelming Intensity had not been noted on all of Elysia by earller 
observations. 


McCoy, completely startled by the break In antIclpated weather condl- 
tions, took a scanner reading. He turned to Spock In amazement. "Spock, 
this Is a highly corrosive storm formed by charged particles of sulphuric 
aclId belng whIpped about by gale strength winds. How, In heaven's name, could 
such a storm even exist on Elysla? It's totally ImpossIble by all the laws of 
nature that we know. There's absolutely no geo-physical evedence that any 
such physical event as Is happening to us now Is even remotely possible on thls 
Planet. Without these sults we'd have been destroyed by now. ‘Your 'hunch' was 
right." 
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Spock did not appear gratifled that his ‘hunch' had Indeed proven out. 
Instead, he appeared more worried than ever. 


Spock took out his tricorder. Specia! protective coating, routine on 
all Instruments used as frequently as the tricorder, preserved 1+ from the 
corrosive elements raining down on them. The Vulcan played his tricorder’ In 
a wide circle. Gradually, as he made more and more adjustments on his 
Instrument, Spock began to swing In a smaller and smaller arc. At last, he 
held his tricorder steadily In front of him. 


"Doctor, shall we proceed?" 


McCoy, still numbed by the sheer ImpossIbIIIty of the brutal storm In 
which they found themselves, could only nod sllently. The two starship 
officers set out on their quest. 


Elysta was, at thls moment, anything but an Eden. They were still 
belng buffeted by howling, demon-driven winds of hurricane force, and the 
corrosive rain was hittIng upon them with a driving force. Through this mael- 
storm Spock and McCoy made their way. The next three hours were torturous 
and grueling. 


McCoy at one point remarked that I+ was as though the planet, repenting of 
having shown them such a friendly, smiling face on thelr first beam-down, was 
now determined to show them her worst sIlde. Spock nodded thoughtfully at 
these words, but sald nothing. They continued on. The terrain over whIch they 
were traveling became more and more difficult to traverse. What had appeared 
on thelr first visit to be a protective copse of trees beckoning for explora 
tlon, was now a looming, threatening forest towering before them. 


Nevertheless, they entered the forest. As they did so, the noise of the 
storm abated untIl1 they could no longer hear It. 


It was obvious, however, that thelr troubles were far from over. They 
had not proceeded more than 100 yards Into the forest when a lumbering, bear- 
IIke creature elght feet tall attacked without warning. McCoy was plIcked up 
over the creature's head and flung to one side as eas! ly as though he were a 
rag-doll. Spock warily circled the belng, trying to find an opening so that 
he could reach the creature's neck and dellver a nerve pInch. Ciumsy though 
the being was, however, It always managed to avoid Spock's searching fingers. 


_So engrossed did he become In the encircling movement he and the bear- 
l1ke creature were engaged In, that Spock became careless. He tripped over an 
exposed root, was unable to recover his balance, and fell! to the ground. In 
an Instant, the bear-creature was on top of him. 


McCoy, groggily shaking hls head as he recovered from belng thrown 

about by the bear-creature, saw the predicament Spock was In. As Spock was In 

such close proximity to the bear-creature, McCoy hesitated to draw his phaser. 

He tooked around for some Implement he could use as a weapon. In desperation, 

he picked up a large rock and went over to his comrade's defense. Ralsing the 
. Fock, McCoy brought I+ down on the bear-creature's head as forcefully as poss- 

Ible. The unequel battle was ended. McCoy threw the rock to one side, and 

helped Spock to hIs feet. “Are you all right, Spock?" 
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"| -belleve | shall survive, Doctor, Shall we proceed?" Spock bent to 
pick up the tricorder, which had been knocked +o the ground during his struggle 
with the bear-beast. He then turned, intent on continuing the Journey. 


McCoy looked after him, a wry smile on his face. His tips moved silently, 
"Thank you, doctor," McCoy mouthed to himself, knowing that the Vulcan would 
never use so human an expression. At that moment, Spock turned around. 


"| believe the proper phrasing would-be 'thank you', doctor." Spock 
then turned once more to continue. 


McCoy's surprise effectively silenced him again, Giving only a smal] 
shake to his head, he set out after Spock. They continued onward. The 


ground was gradually sloping upward. As the altitude increased, the trees 
became sparser.and sparser., 


Although .the -forest was thinning, danger was not becoming less. From 
the forest around them there continued to come unknown,’ threatening, somewhat 
frightening noises. Fierce noises, snarls, growls, bore witness to the fact 


that they were being kept under continuous surveillance by the denizens of the 
forest. 


Spock's ‘tricorder continued to be their only guide, 


At last they came to what appeared to’ be the. end of 

the forest. A mountain, with an almost vertical 

face fronting them, stood before them. Spock // 
/ 


pointed to a cave opening about a quarter of 
the way up. "I would estimate, doctor, that 
that cavern is our destination," 






McCoy looked slowly from Spock to the, | 
towering mountain, "You have to be joking," 


| yt 












"For, the 2347th time--Vulcans do not 
joke." 


"So you're always saying, But | think 
something's getting fost fn the translation," 


Spock and McCoy continued, They 
attempted to lighten their way, and hide 
their true feelings, with a barrage of 
persiflage. But even then, the depth of 
thelr committment to one another and to 
James T. Kirk was clearly revealed, 


Although the sulphuric storm 


into the forest, both 
officers had kept their 
life-support suits. Once 
again, McCoy found himself 
thankful that Spock had had 
so human a 4hunch! as to 
wear the suits to Elysia's 


surface. With heart-stopping suddennes, a fog sprang up to surround 
them. A quick scan of the fog showed It to be comprised of millions of 
droplets of Dicorrosium 37, one fo the most corrosive polsons ever 
discovered. 


"Spock, If we're out In this fog more than seven hours, our Ilfe- 
support sults wlll be eaten away." 


"SIx-poInt-nIne-seven hours, to be precise," Spock Inter jected. 


“Hmmmm. If you could forsee the troubles we'd meet on Elysia's 
surface, why didn't you set us down closer to our final destination?" 


"I could only ensure that we would be set down Ina position as close 
as possible to our original beam-down point, yet halfeway between the 
polnt of last contact with Barrows and Sulu. At that tIme,! had no 
positive proof that | would be able to ascertain a definite direction 
for us to follow. We were most fortunate that | was able to trace a 
recognizable pattern to that cavern." Spock polnted again In the 
direction In which they were headtIng. 


McCoy took out his scanner and attempted to get a general read-out of 
the cave towards which they were headed. It was ImpossIble. No Ife 
forms registered; no geo-physical oddities were pronounced. 


"Spock, you are sure that cavern Is our ultimate destination?" 


"For various reasons | cannot go Into now, it does appear to be the 
logical cholce, doctor." 


McCoy shrugged, put his scanner away, and continued the upward trek. 


There was a path up the mountaln, but I+ was extremely arduous. Huge 
bouldérs stood In thelr way, bottomless chasms opened beneath thelr feet. 
For more than five hours they struggled, the path growing even more 
wearlsome and impassable the higher they climbed. They were forced aside 
from the maln path onto detour after detour, agaln and again. 


At one point, McCoy falled to see a fissure opening suddenly beneathe 
hts feet. He stumbled and would have fallen Into the chasm had not 
Spock's arm been there to drag him to safety. 


At another point, McCoy happened.to be glancing upward when a boulder 
somehow dislodged and careened madly down the mountalnside, with Spock 
directly In Its path. McCoy's shouted warning allowed Spock to jump 
aside. 


After much discomfort, and several such harrowIng escapes, Spock and 
McCoy reached the mouth of the cave. McCoy would have rushed Inside, but 
Spock held him back. Seeing Spock draw hls phaser, McCoy did IIkewlse. 
The two then entered the cave. 


It was dark, and echoed eerlly. Spock turned on the light probe 
attached to his II1fe~support sult. The probe picked out the corners and 
hidden recesses of the cave. McCoy gave a sudden start. Two brilllant 
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red flashes stood out In bold rellef In the IIght of the probe. There 
was a sudden roar, a belch of smoke, and red and blue flames shot Into 
the alr. 


Spock looked at McCoy with a slightly ralsed brow. However, 
"Fascinating" was his only comment. 


As If In response, a second ear-shatterIng roar was given by the 
dragon. Alerted, Spock and McCoy set thelr phasers on stun. The dragon 
shook his head from side to side, pawed the earth, and gave another 
nerve~breaking roar. He then sprang forward In attac!.. Both officers 
jumped to one side and fired thelr phasers. There was no effect on the 
dragon. Immediately, Spock ordered McCoy to Increase the setting on his 
phaser. He himself followed suit. 


They were only In time. At that moment, the dragon swung around 
and recharged. Once again the star-shIp officers were able to leap aside, 
avoiding the dragon's taloned claws and fiery breath. However, McCoy 
was dashed to one side by the tip of the dragon's tail as It was flicked 
In passing. 


Again, the dragon showed no effect from the phaser fire. Slowly, 
reluctantly, Spock set his phaser on kIIi1. Holding his phaser steady, 
he opened fire on the dragon, now across the cavern floor ‘and gazing 
steadily back at them, tall lashing madly back and forth all the while. 


Even on full strength, the phaser. had no effect on the dragon. The 
corruscating light from the phaser played around the body of the dragon, 
setting off Its Irridescent beauty. But there was no harm done to the 
beast Itself. 


Thoughtfully, Spock stopped firing. Taking advantage of the drag- 
on's cessation of overt hostility, Spock went over to McCoy, now picking 
himself up from the ground. Other than minor contuslons and abrasighs, 
McCoy was uninjure. ‘ 


"Doctor, our phasers fall to have any effect on the dragon. Unless 
you happen to have a magical sword hidden among your medical supp!les, | 
suggest we search for an alternative plan of action." 


"Magical? Spock, do you suppose...? No, that would be rediculous." 


"Doctor, the probabl lity Is 87.976 that you supposition Is correct. 
Indeed, that Is the working hypothesis under which | found this cavern. 
This planet does, Indeed, function under the rules of magic." 


"1 don't quite follow that, Spock. What do you mean, you made use 
of the rules of magic In order to find this cave?? ?" 


"Each Link In the chain of events leading to the ultimate dlsappear- 
ance of the bridge crew appeared much too fortuitous. Each event seemed 
calculated to make us believe in the existance of some magical creature. 
| decided to try a little magic of my own. On all planets where magic Is 
a way of life, two of the maln elements of magic are Contglon and Identi- 
ty. | used Uhura's golden earring to bring us to this cavern. 1! be- 
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Ileve most strongly that she Is, Indeed here, Further, we have a 94,89 per 
cent chance of finding the entire bridge crew with her," 


McCoy shook his head in complete disbelief. "| must be unconscious. 
Either that or \'m really hallucinating! | never thought |'d see the day 
when First Officer Spock would imply a bellef In anything so [Ilogical.as 
magic." \ 


"You are misinterpreting the situation, doctor. Magic is not illogical. 


Magic has its own form of logic... a logic. which we are not always capable 
of understanding, On this planet, the logic of magic appears to function 
properly." 

McCoy frowned thoughtfully. "...You state that Identity Is one of the 


basic components of a working relationship with magic?" 


"That is correct, Knowing the correct identity of any being enables 
one to exhibit a certain amount of control over that being." 


"Then, if we knew the real name of that dragon, we'd be able to control 
him?" 


‘Indeed, doctor, that would appear:to be indicated by all of the magical 
sources | have read.™ 


McCoy stood up and dusted off his hands. Ignoring Spock's restraining 
hand, he walked out ta the center of the cavern floor. He folded his arms 
across hls chestand announced In a sonorous 
voice, "|, the Chief Surgeon of the Uss En- 

terprise,, hereby invoke thee to obey me. 
! name thee Mordred-Androcles-MacPhinn. 
‘You ‘are now under my command. From thts ° 
momant on you will obey me Implicitty. 
You shall harm neither myself nor my 
companion, but rather shall serve as 
our gulde and protector." 




















Calmly, McCoy walked up to the 
huge creature. He began to scratch the 
irridescent skin of the dragon right be- 
low its gill structure. The dragon was a 
magnificent beast, and more than impres- 
sive. In the probe lights it shone 
green and purple, blue and red. 
Now, however, this majestic 
creature lowered its head and 
batted McCoy in the chest 
with a friendly gesture. 


McCoy turned to Spock. 
"| think we'll be safe now." 


Spock for once was 
speechless. McCoy took pity 
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on 
the 
First 
Officer. 
“EMordred= 
Androcles 
MacPhinn 
is Tonia's 
pet. ‘Your 
being able to 
find this cave 
in the first place \\ 
seemed to indi- s) 
cate that Uhura, 

at least, must be In 

the area. | decided to take the 
chance that Tonia Barrows would be 
here also. And, | assure you, If 
Barrows is on any planet where 
magic or a reasonable facsimile 
has a possibility of working, 
Mordred is not far behind." 













Spock nodded. "Most logical," 


Both officers, accompanied now 
Mordred, entered the deeper, darker recesses 
of the cave. The corrosive fog had faded to 
nothingness at the cave's entrance, but caution 
made them retain their life-support suits. Their 
probe lights, and an occasional smoky belch of fire 
from Mordred, provided the only light. 


The path they were following gradually narrowed. At 
last they came to a section of rockslide through which Mordred 
would be unable to press his large body. Spock took a tricorder 
reading of the area ahead. 


"A. passage-way opens up just a few hundred meters ahead. .If our phasers 
are functional, we may be able to blast these walls in such a manner that Mor: 


dred will be able to accompany us." 


McCoy readily agreed. The two officers took out their phasers. Each 
pointed at an opposite wall. They pressed the firing studs Nothing happened. 
The damping field must still be in effect, mused Spock. 


McCoy turned to Mordred. "You'll have to return to the outer cavern, old 
dragon chum." Mordred gave what might have passed for an assenting response. 
He shifted his body in the tight confines of the passage-way, and began to make 
his way upward. 


Spock and McCoy continued downward, They quickly found the area where the 
passage-way opened out again, and the followed the ever widening path. Then, 
with a suddenness that left them breathless, the two came on a swiftly moving 


underground river that cut completely across their way, It would be impossible 
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to swim across Its dangerous currents, but Spock thought I+ might be possIble 
to float across on rafts made from their life-support suits. The two officers 
stripped off their sults, inflated them, lashed them together, and launched 
them. They were buffeted, dashed, and battered about In the current. However, 
they were able to keep pace with one another, and managed to guide the suit- 
rafts to the opposite bank. Here they were able to lever themselves out of 

the waterwith the ald of an out-cropping of rock. They lay on the farther bank 
for several mlutes, even Spock breathing heavily with exertion. 


Spock and McCoy dragged their life-support suits out of the water, deflated 
them, and donned them once again. They then planned thelr next move. Spock * 
took another tricorder reading. Pointing to the right, he sald, "Doctor, 
there will be a large underground room at the end of this passageway. Shall 
we proceed?" 


Within minutes the two officers came to a huge,ornate door which blocked 
their further passage. The door was of Duralidium, one of the hardest sub- 
stances known. It would .*'’. be Impervious to any of thelr attmpts to force 
It open. Yet there did not appear to be any means of entrance on this side: 
neither latch nor bolt, knob nor handle. 


Partly with his tongue in his cheek, partly In all serfousness as a result 
of the unexpected events which had been happentng on Elysla, McCoy asked, "Do 
you suppose If we simply visualize the door as open, It will Indeed open? Do 
you think our magical skills have developed to that extent?" 


Spock started to say that magic did not work so handily, as simple wish- 
fulfillment, but before he could say so the doors did, Indeed, slide open. 
Spock exchanged a Jong, measuring look with McCoy. Has it come to this, then? 
he wondered.Is the adventure safely over? The Captain and the others, are 
they safe? 


Spock and McCoy entered a large, echoing room. The room was barren, save 
for a serles of platforms set up at seemingly random Intervals. On .each:.plat- 
form stood one of the missing crewmembers of the Enterprise. Each crewman was 
frozen Into a static position, and each appeared to be IIving In a dream world 
of his own. 


The Enterprise personnel were not simply lost to passive dreaming, however. 
Spock and McCoy were dumbfounded to realize that, by concentrating on partic- 
ular individuals,,they could actually enter the private worlds of thelr dream- 
Ing comrades. 


Barrows stood on one of the first platforms they came to. Without dellber- 
ately trying to trespass on her Inner life, McCoy and Spock suddenly found 
themselves viewing the actuality of her dreams. Indeed, the dream became 
very real. As McCoy had predicted, the Ensign was wanderIng through a medi- 
eval neverland replete with dragons, castles, and golden knights. 


Caught by sympathetic vibrations from his own Celtic past, McCoy found him- 
self changing from casual viewer to active participant. He was not the first 
to have been caught up in the delights of Barrows' dream world. Sulu, whose 
real body stood on the platform next to Tonia, shared her dream In almost per- 
fect sequence... at least, one of the knights coming to rescue the falr prin- 
cess was definitely a highly scrutable Oriental. 
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McCoy began to slip Into a trance state, The dream became even more real 
to him than than the rescue attempt they were on, Only Spock's intervention, 
In a gutse In keeping with the magical nature of the dream-world in which 
they wandered, pulled him back out of the dream. 


Safely in rouch with reality again, Spock and McCoy |ooked around. Uhura, 
Stiles, Chekov, Moreau, and Adrax were all here, McCoy made the rounds of the 
entire room and took a scannining reading of each crewman. All were in good 
health despite their immobility. In the center of the room, frozen as immo- 
bide as his crew, was the captain of the 
USS Enterprise, James T. Kirk. 


Although it was a temptation, McCoy 
avoltded entering any more of the dream- 
worlds on display here. The missing 
crewmen had been found. Now they had 
to be returned .te the Enterprise. Nei- 
ther Spock nor McCoy could afford the 
Indulgence of dreaming. 


Spogk took out his communicator. 
"Spock to Enterprise, Spock to Enter- 
prise." There was no response. 


"What you could use is a good 
crystal ball." No sooner were McCoy's 
sardonic words out than there, floating 
on thin air in front of Spock, was just 
such a device. 


Spock raised a brow, then passed 
his hands over the ball in the best 
manner of sorcerers since the earliest 
times. Again his call went out. 
"Spock to Enterprise. Spock to En- 
terprise." 


Seemingly out of nothingness, out 
of thin air, came the voice of Chief 
Engineer Scott, 


: vi "Mr,. Scott, can you get a good 
fix on us?" Spock queried. 


At Scott's affirmative response, 
the Vulcan ordered, "Then start to 
beam us aboard, Mr. Scott." 


Scott's reply was immediate. "Aye, 
sir, that | will do." No sooner were 
the words spoken thari, one by one, the 
crew and Captain were beamed back a- 
board the ship. 





McCoy looked around bemusedly. "Spock, do you think they'II be all right 
once we get them back to the Enterprise?" 


"Such Is my supposition." 


"| hate to respond emotionally, but | distrust any escape this easy-- partl- 
cularly after the harrowing path *~ took to get here." 


"I would normally agree with you, doctor, but unless something untoward 
occurs, let us not ungraclously fall to accept these gifts we are belng given." 


At that moment the engineer's voice reached Spock. "Mr. Spock, everyone 
has been beamed aboard the Enterprise save for yourself and Dr. McCoy." 


"Very well, Mr. Scott, beam us aboard,’ sald the First Officer. He and 
McCoy assumed beam-up positions. The famlllar energies played around and 
through their bodies once again. A high-pItched whine, a fleeting moment of 
disorlentatlon, and they dissolved into a thousand sparkling particles.... but 
not too soon for a sense of deja vu to overtake Spock as he saw, winkIng Into 
sight to perch on top of the crystal ball, the IIlttle elf who had set this 
entire adventure In action. 


CO Aco aC a So ee, Se a a) 


Spock and McCoy beamed up to the maln transporter room. Kyle and the Chlef 
EngIneer were there, directing events. The transporter room was a bustle of 
activity, as the still dream-drugged crew-members were escorted to Sickbay by 
members of McCoy's staff. 


~ McCoy and Spock stripped off thelr IIlfe-support sults. Then McCoy followed 
his crew. Spock, meanwhile, headed to hls laboratory to conduct further 
experIments In an attempt to decipher the mysterles of Elysla. 


Several hours later, McCoy sought out Spock. The Captain and the other 
rescued crewmembers were all resting satisfactor!ly and showlng no II! effects 
from thelr sojourn on Elysfa. McCoy was weary but In need of answers, 

"Have you arrived at any conclusions yet, Mr. Spock?" 


"| have arrived at a tentative working theory, doctor. However, | hesitate 
to advance such a radical theory with my present lack of definite proof." 


"You mean you've another hunch?" 

"Not at all, doctor. | have arrived at a logical conclusion based on the 
facts that | have at my disposal. Its just that | need more Independent verl- 
fication before | make my theorles public." 


"Spock, I'm a doctor, not mind-reader. Would you mind sharing your thoughts 
with me?" 


Spock, who was seated at the IIbrary console, steepled his fingers and 
subconsclously assumed a teaching stance. "Doctor, do you recall our surprise 
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assumed a teaching stance. 


"Doctor, do you recall our surprise on hearing that Intelligence had never 
developed on Elysia despite seemingly ideal conditions? | believe that Intel- 
Iigence, of a kind and degree never known before, has indeed developed there. | 
belleve there Is a diffuse, planet-wide presence capable of sensing, feeling, be- 
Ing. It Is as though the entire planet were a sentient, feeling, aware belng." 


McCoy was momentarily speechless. Then, In the voice of a man driven to des- 
peration, he said, "I thought Vulcans don't joke. This Is a flne time to start 
pulling my leg." 


An almost undetectable gleam flickered briefly in Spock's eyes. "Doctor, | 
fall to see why | would wish to expend time or effort pulling on your ambulatory 
limb. | am not joking. A diffuse, planet-wide system of IntellIgence Is the 
only solution which adequately covers all of the anomalles with which we are 
faced." 


McCoy, convinced of Spock's serlous Intention, listened carefully to the 
First Officer as he explalned his theory. 


"The planet had developed sentlence and was capable of learning. But | 
belleve It was unaware of Itself, unaware of everything, until first contact was 
made with the Federation. At that polnt, the planetary Intelligence became truly 
aware of self and of others. The planet sensed the thoughts, feelings, and de- 
slres'of the survey crew, and while they were stlIll far enough away to be unaware 
of what was happening. Elysla rebullt herself Into thelr Image of a dream world. 
This would seem to be provable fact, doctor. The evidences of the masslve terra- 
forming are stil! to be seen If one knows where to look. Also fact: there are 
no animal remains - skeletal or otherwise - older than 25 years ago, when the 
Initial exploration team was here." 


Spock paused, anticipating a response of some sort from McCoy. The doctor 
simply shook hIs head numbly and Indicated that Spock should contInue. 


"With our coming, the panet has grown In awareness, and In curlosity. It 
wants to learn how other levels of Intelligence function, and It Is experimenting 
on transforming part of Itself to another form, an Intelligent, ambulatory form. 
| do not know If the elf wlll remaln part of the diffuse world-mInd, or tf she 
wlll become an Isolated personality, but It Is fascinating to consIder, Is It 
not?" 


McCoy croaked a response. "Yes, fascinating. My God, Spock! We could 
have been kiZZed down there!" 


Spock raised both brows In astonishment at McCoy's statement. "Doctor, 
despite all the harrowIng events of the day, | received no sense of dellberate 
evil from any of the things that happened to us on the planet surface. Rather, 
| feel that the only thing Elysia wants is to know us, to learn from us." 


McCoy looked at Spock wide-eyed, open-mouthed, completely In shock, "My 
God, Spock!" he repeated his initial stunned response to the First Officer's calm 
recltal of these stunning facts. "If you are right, just think what It wlll me 
mean! Elysta's powers may be Immeasurable. This pianet has the potentlat to be 


41. 










“4 
AUK 



























" 





~<Ppuruneec_isgp7y77 7s 


even more dangerous 
than the "shore ‘leave 
planet" or even the 
Guardian of Forever. 
Do we dare maintain 
contact with this 
planet?" 


At that moment, 
as If in answer to 
Spock's statement, the 
voice of Transporter 
Chief Kyle sounded 
on the Intercom. "Mr. 
Spock, please report 
to the maln transporter 
room at once," 


"What is the 
problem, Lt. Kyle?" 


"Sir, you 
probably. won't bes 
lieve this, but a 
rather bedraggled 
dragon and a tiny 
elf just transported 
themselves aboard the 
Enterprise." 


McCoy grinned. 
"You're right, Spock. 
Elysia does want to 


_ maintain contact with 


us, But just whom are 
we going to recognize 
as ambassador to the 
Federation? The elf, 
the dragon, or the 
whole blooming 
planet????" 
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Corridors... / 
Reeking with remembrances 

of roses 

tong ashes and memories... 
Parade before the periphery 
of eyes 

caught in a vortex of movement 
leading only - to empty rooms 
1 where shadows duell. 





MIRANDA 








Velvet ash the moon tonight, 
| | dust the rose he sent. 

| Arms and loins of hunger carved, 
my sign, the Unicorn. 


KOLLOS 


Where erystal flowers sweep 
the pulsing sky, 

and moons fall down 

to dragons' dens 

drowned deep in wined lagoons: 
Where Kraken takes her toll 
of sober men, 

and true, 

who give to her a tithe 


that knows not drmkeneses oa 
pte eee ite 











Y / 
























































FIRST 
NTACT 


by gerald roberts 


€ 


The young Ileutenant held his phaser rifle at combat readiness, alert for any 
sound which might signal an advance by the enemy's scouts. He could hear every - 
sound around him. Nothing was muffled In the crystal clear night alr. He could 
taste the crisp apple-wine flavor of the approaching winter season. A faint 
allen fragrance was discernible, a fragrance that hinted of deep forests of pine 
and flr, pine and fir which had no tles to hIs own far distant forests. Over- 
head the Hunter's Moon hung golden, Its large bulk obscuring part of the unfam- 
Illar constellations spread across the sky. NothIng harmful seemed astir, yet 
that Inner warning volce which had been honed by his combat tralning grew stronger 
to alert him to some unseen danger just beyond the pool of light cast by the 
sentry-torches. 


_ He whirled suddenly, eyes probing the outer darkness. Surely that-had been a 
snapping twig there, just there, where the darkness was a shade darker: than the 
surrounding shadows. Shifting his rifle to one hand, the young offlcer reached 
for the tricorder slung on his shoulder and played It on the area. Nothing. 

He hesitated momentarily, then let the tricorder fal! to his side. Thoughtfully, 
he pulled his communicator from his belt. Flipping open the grid, he thumbed the 
controls into readiness position. 


"Major LI, Lt. Kirk here. Something was moving In that stand of. trees just 
beyond our sensor range. But, It's awfully fast. Whatever It was,-It was gone 
by the time | could get a tricorder reading." 


The volce of his superior officer, subtly dehumanized by the electronic 
cIrcults of the communicator, came back to hIm. "Is I+ worth Investigating?" 


"| think so, sir," Kirk replied. 


"Can you handle It alone, or do you want me to order out a full search 
force?" : othe 


KIrk looked again In the direction of the falnt sound he had heard. All.: 
was still now. "I'd IIlke to check It out a IIttle more carefully before we roust 
the entire camp, sir." 


The major considered the matter briefly, the sald "Fine. Follow routine 
procedures and put the camp on readiness stand-by. Investigate carefully, Kirk, 
and contact Combat Control every hour." When Jim Indicated hls understanding 
of these orders, Major LI concluded, "Other than that, proceed as you-see fit. 
LI out." : ‘ ‘ 


Kirk reset the communicator channel to the patrol frequency and sent-a signal 
to Parker and Olafsson, the two officers who shared this midnight patrol with him. 
From equidistant polnts around the camp boundaries they called In. 


He thumbed the sending control button. "Gentlemen, | think we're under ob- 
servation but it's Impossible to tell If It's by the enemy or not. - |.!ve con- 
tacted the Major, and I'll be going out to Investigate. !'Il alert the back-up 
crew,and put the camp on stand-by status as soon as | cut off from you. Be pre- 
pared to take up new positions. Cunningham will be taking over for me." 


Parker and Olafsson acknowledged Kirk's message. Shifts In thelr sending 
frequencies showed that they were gradually moving Into new positions In prepar- 
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ation for the- augmentation of thelr ranks by the back-up crew. 


a Meanwhile, the Ileutenant was fitting actions to hls words. He broke com- 
munication with hls crew and agaln thumbed hIs communicator, this time sending on 
the frequency band of the second shift. "Cunningham, come In please. Lt. Cun-" 
mination come In, please." 


“Lt. Meg Cunningham, In charge of the second shift on guard duty, responded 
almost before he was nheough signaling. "Cunningham here. What's the problem, 
Jim?" 


Lt. Kirk quickly brought her up to date on the situation. A long, low whIist- 
le sounded over the communtcator. "|f the Kz}nt! are out there, JJm, réconna}- 
sance wlll be tricky over that terrain at night. Are you sure aie don't want a 
full detail assigned to you?" 


"Not ‘until I'm pos! tive theral s something out there, Meg. The less atten- 
tion we call to ourselves at present, the better." . 


Kirk alluded to the fact that the planet on whIch they were based, Mandalar, 
had a native population: agrarian, pre-Industrialization, and urs{nold.. How- 
ever, a fleeing KzIntI \ifeboat had been known to land on Mandalar after a major 
space engagement during which the USS Farragut hadsucceeded ‘In dlsablIng and 
capturing the MKD Farang. Captain Garrovick of the Farragut had sent down to 
Mandalar's surface a hand-picked team under the command of Major LI Pao of the 
Planetary Expeditionary Forces, now on detached duty to Star Fleet. The Federa~ 
tlon team now had a difficult dual task. They had to seek out and capture the 
last of the enemy raiders, whIlle avoiding all contact with the natives of the 
planet. 


Kirk was afrald the two tasks would be mutually indebat te ta; particularly: 
since the KzIntI had never shown any hesItation In contactIng,subverting, or en- 
slaving native populations. He could only hope that the entire enemy faction 
would be captured before Mandalar's development was warped beyond recognition 
by contact with the Outside. To thls end, rather than Increase the risk of con- 
TSO IODs Kirk was prepared to set out on a solitary reconoltertng misston. 


Now. his feltow officer was Indicating her understanding of his les "You : 
may be right to.be so careful at thls stage of development; JIm.. I'll contact 
Thirac and Abi jar," she named the two officers who shared’ her tour of duty: 

"I'T| take up your post and deploy my men at the far camp boundaries." 


‘Kirk responded, "Right, Meg. I'll meet you at the-sentry post and turn 
guard command over to you officlally." 


He ceased broadcasting and placed the communicator back In Its accustomed 
place on his belt holster. While speaking with’ the Major and hls fellow sentries, 
Kirk had been circling gradually about the perimeters of his sentry post. During 
this,;entire maneuver he had kept eyes and ears alert for any untoward Incidents 
outside the safety of the boundary force-field. Nothing. However, remember!ng 
the stealth of the alerting nolse he had heard, he found himself fess than re- 
assureditby the present lack of overt hostility. 


- Now he had reached hIs Immediate goal, the main sentry post of his guard 
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station. From this area he could, as Officer of the Day- a term adapted from 
Terran military usage- control all security measures of the camp. Lt. CunnIng- 
ham was not there yet. While he walted for her, Kirk set In motion the auto- 
matic relay system that would put the camp on readiness stand-by. Setting down 
his rifle, he began pressing buttons on the Intricate console board of the 
sentry command station. 


Immediately, the IIlghts of the camp dimmed, and sensorscopes Increased the 
range of their probing. Row after row of defensive weapons silently, automat- 
Ically, slid Into position and armed themselves. A soft, thrumming alarm was 
sounded through the camp, alerting all {ts personnel to the possibility of 
enemy action. 


Just as the last note of the alarm faded, Lt. Meg Cunningham arrived at 
the sentry command station. Even under circumstances such as thls, Jim found 
It a pleasure to see her. Her golden skin reflected.the amber Sheen of the 
lights, and her glinted with deep copper highlights. Not even the utilitarian 
uniform she wore, straight trousers and a bulky landing jacket, could disgulse 
her figure. 


Forcing his attention back to duty, Kirk passed over to her the officlal 
OD sash InsIgnia. As the Officer of the Day, she would now be able to challenge 
anyone, even’ ranking officers, seeking to enter or leave the camp. JIm loosened 
the velcro fastening of the OD Indentifying arm-band. Taking It off, he handed 
that over to Cunningham also. He then turned on the sentry ‘log and officlally 
recorded the transfer of responsIbi lity from hls hands to Meg's. 


Cunningham acknowledged his actions. She received the sash and arm-band from 
from hIm, put them on, and recorded her own statements into the sentry fog. The 
safety of the entire camp now rested In her capable hands. 


Kirk picked up hls rifle and, turning resolutely away, began walking to the 
boundarles of the camp. Reaching the force-fleld barrier, he looked back at Lt. 
Cunningham and signaled her to lower the defense screen so he could leave the 
camp. " 


"Jim," Cunningham's volce deepened momentarily, "be careful." She then 
operated the machinary which would, for a short time, tower the force-field 
barrler. 


Lt. Kirk gave her a wry grin. "Meg, | Intend to be very careful." Then 
he turned and left the safety of the camp. Behind him, a falnt hum Indicated 
that the force-field had been restored as soon as he had passed the perimeter of 
the camp. 


The Hunter's Moon stIt! fllled the sky, and had now been jolned by the small- 
er and more sllvered Traveller's Moon. Here In the open, the two lumInpus satel- 
\Ites provided enough Iight for Kirk to see hls way, even though he had already 
passed beyond range of the lamps of camp. Only when he reached higher ground and 
the deeply forested area would he no longer be able to depend on Mandalar's sat- 
ellites for [lluminatton. 


As he strode along, Kirk breathed deeply of the fall-scented alr. Forests 
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and hayftefds, smoke dnd snow were 
contained In each Inhalation. Jim had 
to constantly remind himself he was on 
an allen planet, and not on Earth. He 
could enjoy exploring this planet were 
It not for the sertousness of thelr 
current mission, 


Idly, Jim wondered If the Feder- 
atlon pfanned to open Mandalar to fIm- 
ited contact, and If he could vofun- 
teer for the contact team. But no, 
regulations sald contact personne! had 
to be raclally compatible to the major 
sentient race of the contact planet so 
that chances of culture shock could be 
lessened and so that- hopefully- extra 
terrestrial origins could be masked, 


KIrk grinned. With the help of 
dura-fur and,a good make-up job he just 
might pass for a mangy, deformed, runt- 
Ish cub on a planet where: the only sen- 
tient specles were fur-covered, blpedal 
urstnolds 2.37 meters tall with seven 
digits on each manipulative limb. But 
this'was scarcely an Image conducive to 
earning respect for the Federation from 
the natives of Mandalar. Initlal con- 
tact, Jim realized, would have to be 
haindted by the Ophicuans, that bearltke 
race only recently admitted to the UFP. 


By this time, Jim had reached a 
large outcropping of rock. Pausing to 
reconnoiter, he tooked back at camp. 
Initial setdown had been in the middle 
of a large, fairly level area serving 
as a boundary between an extensive for- 
est and open grasslands beyond. 


The original pilot ship, still tn 
the middie of the setdown area, was now 
camp headquarters. Temporary shelters 
had been set up around the shtp. These 
shelters functioned as mess ‘hall, sleep- 
ing quarters, and laboratory facilities. 
Shuttle craft had been placed defensive- 
ly around the camp, and the finest mod- 
ern suryelllance equipment was in active 
use to protect the camp, whlch, at the 
memant, reminded htm ef nothing so much 


as a faded pleture-Iniashys@ory tape of 


a ploneer settlement on his home planet, set down In hostlie Indian 
territory. ete 


With the Farragut \Ight-years away, escorting the captured Farang to. 
the nearest starbase, the camp detachisnt was, of necessity, a completely 
self-sustalning unit. I+ was unknown how many beings had escaped In the 
large life boat they had traced to thls planet. 


Major Li's force had been chosen, therefore, wlth great care. I+ had to 
be large enough and well-equipped enough .to. handle any number of unexpected 
situations which might come up, yet still be small enough to hopefully avold 
detection by the primitive natives of the planet. f 


The members of this force were all officers In whon Captatn Garrov'ck 
and Mjor LI had the utmost confidence. They ranged from seascned veterans 
with dozens of hostlle planetfalls to thelr credI+, to eager juntor officers 
on thelr first deep-space mission. ‘Yet all. possessed some efuslve spark, some 
undef inable’.talent which marked them out as belng above ‘the common ken. 
The members of the expeditionary force possessed .inte!iigence, Initlatlve, 
and Imagination. Thus, Major LI had not hesitated to. accept. Kirk's determIn- 
ation of the situation, or to endorse thls presen? reconnalsance move. 


From Kirk's present vantage polnt, all appearod normal at the Federetton 
camp. The camp site had been chosen just as carefully as’ had. been the 
members of the expedition. The chosen area was far away from any of the 
rural settlements of the ursInolds. To the north and east, the flat open 
area of the grasslands. afforded an‘excellent view. to far. distant mountalns, 
mauve and silver now In the light of the two moons. .To.the south, there ran 
a cold, clear, swift flowIng stream with-water ‘dellclousty compatable to all 
humanolds on the task force. On the other slde of the stream, a sheer cliff 
stretched Itself upward, striated pink, sllver-orange, mauve and verni lion. 
A small exptoratory party wouid be dropped by shuttleicraft on top of the 
cliff on the morrow. Its members would explore thls area end sect up a 
smal! outpost If !+ appeared warranted. 


BehInd Kirk were several scattered clumps: of conlferous trees, out- 

riders of the looming forest which lay to the west of camp. The sound he 

had heard, the sound which had brought him.out on this quest; had appeared 

to originate from this area. This forest outcroppIn°, therefore, had been 
the Ileutenant's Immediate objective. Kirk gaveone tast, long, careful look 
at the camp. He could see the sentries making thelr appointed rounds, the | 
quickening life of a camp awakening to the sounds of his alarm. This was the 
only change since the start of his excursion. Content that there had been 

no Increased danger since his departure, he turned and neaded towards the 
outreaching forest. ‘ 


All of hls senses were operating at optimum....Although he had :no 
tangible proof as yet, Kirk was convinced that the nolse he had heard was 
more than a simple nocturnal forest sound. There had been .too much an alr of 
stealthy deliberation, of sentlence. Kirk was.certaln, too, that.In the 
depths of this forest would be found just the type of cover In which the 
enemy would quickly go to earth, safely hidden from séekIng eyes. It was 
Kirk's hope that, having started out In pursult almost Imnediately, he would 
at least get a general flx on his theoretical nolse-maker, 


The tall, needle-bearing trees wlth thelr fragrant conic seeds grew more 
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thickly here. Kirk checked the portable sentry probe he had brought with 
him, slung over his shoulder with hls tricorder. The readings Showed he was 
almost exactly at the spot from which the stealthy sound had come. 


Without much hope, he took a tricorder reading of the area. Other than 
readings compatible with small woods creatures, nothing. There was no sIgn 
of sentlent Ilfe. He swung the tricorder In a large arc. StII! nothing 
unusual. Finally, he directed the Instrument towards the deeper reaches of 
the forest. Hundreds of readings flooded the tricorder's readout panel. It 
was Impossible to plck out any single reading as belongIng to the nolse- 
maker - ~ particularly when several readings that could be read as ursInold, 
or fellnold - and could concelvably be Intelligent - now showed on the 
Instrument panel. 


It was obvious to Kirk that hls reconnalsance would have to be done the 
painstaking way. He set his rifle down and reached Into one of the Inner 
pockets of his landing jacket. He took out a rectangular case. From thls, 
he drew forth a pair of night-optic-lenses, frequently referred to as 'owl- 
eyes' by the less rever®nt juntor officers of the Farragut. And, tndeed, 
the speclally treated lenses did Impart a certain 'owllshness! to the we@rer. 
They were large, and blue tinted, and were set In a flexi-plas band whIch 
hugged the head closely. Phi tosophically resigning himself to never winnIng 
a beauty contest, the Ileutenant donned the lenses and continued with his 
search of the area. 


Even with the excel lent night sight Imparted by the ‘owl eyes', the 
\leutenant had difficulty at first spylng anything out of the ordinary. Thls 
might almost be a pristine, virginal wilderness. There was no sIgn of 
Intelligent life. Even the grass-IIke ground-cover underfoot appeared 
smooth, untrampled, The few broken twigs lyIng around could not be taken 
for evidence; they could have as easily been broken off by a strong gust of 
wind. The tall trees whtch roofed the sky held thelr secrets well, 


A stubborn Inner sense Insisted, however, that he continue looking for 
some small shred of evidence that a sentlent belng. had kept watch on the 
camp from thls very location. HIs stubborness appeared to be In valn at 
first. No evidence was forthcoming. 

Discouraged, almost unsure of hIs senses, he turned to go. He would 
take one more tricorder reading. If there were no definite sign of sen- 
tlence, he would mark the location of the large ursinold and fellnold read- 
$ngs, and then return to camp. 


Just then, a small night animal, alerted to Instant response by the 
unusual spate of activity near Its home, darted from the root of the tree ... 
by which Kirk was standing. The creature's Paws churned up the ground In 
passing. A small pebble was turned up. I+ caught Jim's eye. 


He leaned over to pick It up. StralghtenIng, he examined I+, curlous- 
ly at first, then more closely. Excltement grew In him. He brushed off 
all the clinging dirt. Scarcely larger than the nall of hls fourth finger, 
the pebble was an opal-like gem-stone. I+ was obviously not In §ts natural 
state. Faint though they were, the marks of cutting and grinding Instru- 
ments could be discerned on the stone's surface. 


"All right, James T.," he said to himself, "learn to take these things 
In stride. This stone could very easily be natIve to this world and could 
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haverbeen dropped here aeons ago." Kirk changed the setting on hls tricorder 
from animal ILfe to mineral readings. He then played the tricorder over the 
stone. Minute quantities of trigellium were In the gem-- and trigelllum, a 
very rare element, had not been listed on the InItlal geological survey of 
the planet! 


Keeping a tight ‘rein’ on hIs excitement, he put the opalescent gem-stone 
Into a small specimen pouch which, In turn, he tucked Into a pocket In the 
IIntlng of his landing jacket. Lt. Kirk then examined even more carefully 
than before the area around the spread of trees. No new evidence was found, 
however. ; 


Kirk. unhaoked his communicator from his belt and’ filpped open the send- 
Ing grid. | He began to call on Cunningham's band. "Lt. Cunningham, come In, 
please." His rellef officer answered Immediately. "Cunningham here. What 
Is It, J1m?", 


"Meg, has geology sent In a follow-up report yet?" 


"Hold on please, Jim." There was a pause while Cunningham ran the re- 
ports recelved during the day through the small portable computer attached to 
the sentry command station. "Yes, Jim, SenComp shows a follow-up report re~ 
celved. Do you need any specific information?" 


Were any traces of trigelllum found In a natural state?" 


"Trigelllum? No, no traces at all," came the anticipated reply. "A. 
specific test was made today for elements In the gellium family. The only 
findings were minute traces of. bigellium and artel lium." 


Jim nodded to himself at this vindication of his theory. "Meg, tell 
the canny Major he chose his landing site well. |! just found a small gem- 
stone, obviously tooled, bearing traces of trigellium. No sign of the orlg+ 
Inal owner, though. Our little camp spy could teach the Amerindlans a thing 
or two about woods-craft." 


"A gem-stone? Jim, could your spy be female?" Cunningham questioned. 


"| don't know, Meg. | suppose It's possible, althogh It's not really 
necessary. Intelligence reports would Indicate that some upper caste male 
KzIntl warrlors wear jeweled arm-guards, a carry-over, we assume, from the 
days when warfare was a bit more personal and strenuous, and the aie eeoe 
served as armour protection during close In-fighting." 


Kirk completed his call, alerting Lt. Cunningham that he planned to 
press more deeply Into. the forest. He reaffirmed that he would report back 
to her regularly on a half-hour basis. Both Kirk and Cunningham then broke 
thelr connection. Kirk returned his communicator to Its position on his 
belt. He picked up his rifle and checked that he had all hls equipment. 
Adjusting his glasses a shade more comfortably, he entered the cool, hidden 
recesses of the wooded section. 


Jim was able to keep to a relatively stralght path for the first several 
hundred meters. Then, as the undergrowth became more.dense, he was forced, to 


start followIng a more torturous path through 
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the coniferous forest. At appropriate Intervals he paused to sweep the area =: 
with his tricorder, checking for large life-forms. Both the fellnold and*the 
ursinoid readings he had recetved earller remalned constant. 


Kirk continued to press onward. He was young, and In the peak of phys- 
Ical conditioning. He was findIng this mission, despite Its serious nature, 
a welcome break from the dull routine of shipboard IIfe. 


Jim picked up several plne-cone like objects.’ He put them In his pouch 
to take to Martinez, the Chlef Botanist of the Farragut- and one of the most 
Important members of the expeditionary force. In addition, the Ileutenant kept 
eyes and ears open, making notations In his personal log from time to time of 
things which might prove of ‘interest or value to the other experts of the Far- 
vagut crew: the graceful black and silver night flyer that glided past him, 
the smal! green-furred arboreal creatures that ‘looked at him wonderingly from 
frog-like eyes as he went past, the varlety of plant life growlng here In the 
cool, fragrant, eternal shadows of the towering trees. DespIite this, he never 
lost sight of his main misston, and malntalned a constant state of alertness. 


The forest opened suddenly Into a small glade. Jim checked his chron- 
ometer. Time to contact camp agaln. A large rock off to one side caught his 
eye, and he walked over to It. Ustng the rock as a bench, he sat down and 
took stock of the situation. He set the rifle down next to him. Before con- 
tacting camp he took another tricorder reading. There was stI!! no change In 
the Ilfe-form readings he had read earlier. He pursed his IIps and whistled 
soundlessly. Such a complete lack of change was beginning to seem rather odd 
to him. 


A thoughtful frown on his face, he pulled hls communicator from his belt 
and flipped open the sending grid. "Lt. Cunningham, come In please, this Is 
Kirk," he gave the famillar call once more. 


MAN right, Kirk. Cunningham here. Anything new to report?" 


JIm was pleased to note that, despite the now extensive InterveniIng for- 
est, reception was clear and precise. Unlike most "Improvements" the last :.3 
redesign of the communicator had been more than cosmetic, and had actually 
resulted In enhanced performance. Jim still remembered the first communIcator 
he had been Issued at the academy: a primitive affair workIng on IIne-of- 
sight principles which bounced patterns off of any object In the way, It had 
been useless In large clties and forested areas and Inside caves. 


"Nothing on our midnight visitor, Meg. But LIfe Sclences and Botany witl 
have a hay-day with classification of some of the plants and animals |'ve seen 
here," He paused and looked around. WIth the thinning of trees to form this 
protected little glade, the sky had once more become visible. Two moons hung 
directly. overhead, flooding the glade with silver and gold IIght. 


He took off his night-lenses. "Meg, its absolutely perfect here. | hon- 
estly can't remember an allen world |'ve enjoyed as much as thls. I+ must be 
very IIke Earth before the Industrial Revolution." 


__"Survey reports show the corrspondence with pre-Industrlal Earth to be 97 
97.83%, the highest ever," Meg commented. 
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"Well," Jim responded, "that would certainly account for the welcoming 
feeling | get from this planet." 


Not even the electronic circuits of the communicator could make Meg's 
laughter less than musical. I+ sounded now, and drew from Kirk an Involuntary 
smile In return. "Jim, just make sure its only the planet that welcomes you. 
If the natives should decide to welcome any of us In a 'friendly' hug of 
brotherhood..." 


"I know, Meg, | know. It'd be more than my dignity that would be dented. 
My poor fragile body would be strained to the limit, too...not to mention the 
damage to our non-Iintervention directive." 


Meg sobered Instantly. "Has there been any sign of natives, Jim?" 
"I've been getting some ursinoid readings on the tricorder, Meg, as well 
as some fellnoid ones. Nothing to show if either Is sentient, though." Kirk 
paused thoughtfully. "The readings have been so steady, | suppose they could 
be from a herd, a pride, or what have you, of animals settled for the night. 

But It's strange to find ursinoid and fellnoid readings so close together in 

nature," 


"Why not sentient beings ‘settled for the night'?" 


"The readings aren't right for that, Meg. The zeta level would be higher 
and there'd be some Indication of subconscious mentation." 


“+ “Unless the Kzinti or the Mandalarans have some way of masking your trI- 
corders readings. Jim," Meg reminded him, "this Is an allen planet. « Anything 
Is: possible here." She went on, "What do you plan to do now? Is It worthwhile 
to continue on at all, or will you return to camp?" 


"As long as |'ve come this far, | might as well continue for a ktiometer 
or so further on. Even If | don't get any new evidence of our spy, at least 
we'll have some additional knowledge about this forest." 


"All right, Jim. Your'e the one who's in the fleld. I'Il speak to you 
again In an hour." 


Kirk acknow!edged her message, then broke communication and returned the 
communicator to his belt. He sat deep in thought for severa! more minutes. 
Then, on impulse, hechanged the tricorder setting to mineral once again. He 
played the tricorder in a large arc. Trigellium! Jim sprang to his feet. 
Holding the tricorder before him, he paced the boundaries of the peaceful 
seeming glade. Trigellium readings came from every point around the circle. 
That could only mean- - -he pulled the communicator from his belt once more, 
but a sudden noise: behind. him-caught-hls attention before he could recontact Lt. 
CunnuIngham. He whirled to face the sound, mentally berating himself for having 
left the rifle back where he had been sitting. 


A dark, slight form stood on the edge of the clearing, a form which held In 
Its slender hands a-.thin, coldly.-gleaming plece of metal... It raised this. now to 
point directly at Kirk. Before the lieutenant could gather more than an Im- 
pressIon of the other and of its weaponry, the being fired on him. 
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A cold blue light flashed from the front of the weapon. The JIght 
reached Kirk, enveloping him completely. To Jim, it'felt.as though he had 
suddenly been wrapped In a blue-silver cloud. - The: cloud filled his eyes, 
his ears, hls nose, hls mouth. Sight was cut off, as was hearing. He could 
falntly make out’ a fragrance, an undertaste' akin to thyme. He felt a falnt 
chill, then all kinesthetic senses were deadened. Were it not for the musty 
taste still clinging to the back of his palate, he would now be cut off from 
all sensory Input. 


With the taste of thyme still lying on his tongue, James Kirk lost all 
sense of consc.ousness and fell unheeaingly to the grouni. 


He awoke to paln. His head throbbed unmerci fully and every nerve-ending 
had been rasped raw, The Inside of his IIds gritted with ‘sand and his eyes 
burned ‘from some corrosive substance. His lungs were congested, hIs mouth 
dry and parched and tasting of decomposed fish. A malodorous’ aroma, hinting = 
of dead things rotting In stagnant ponds, hung about hIs nostrits. A harsh,- 
grating, buzzing nolse filled his ears. HIs heart was beating rapidly and his 
blood pressure was elevated. The least little movement hurt almost unbearably, 
as he found when he shook his head unwarlly In an attempt to clear some of the 
cobwebs befogging his bratn. 


KIrk gave a hollow groan. Despite his paln and discomfort he managed to 
malntatn his sense of humor. "Whatever It was, It'll never replace sleeping 
pills, "he toid himself. Then, though every bone, every joint, every. muscle 
cried'aloud at the abuse, he tried to shift ‘to a more comfortable position. 
He couldn't move. Bewlldered, he fought to’ bring himself back Into ‘contact 
with the worid. 


“H's eyes refocused slowly. He was trussed, hand and foot, and ‘bound to 
a'tree. He faced a large glade, the same or similar to the one he had been — 
In when attacked by an unknown being. He must have been unconscious many 
hours,because it was no longer night. Mandalar's gaudy, !emon-colored sun 
shone ovérhead. Reallzing how many hours had passed since hls capture, JIm 
concluded that he had been moved whl le he was unconsclous. Meg would have had 
a search party out to his last known jocation at his first failure to call In. 
However, no-oiis was about. Kirk halloed loudly, but there was no response. 


He began to fee! rather put upon. It was scarcely complimentary to be- 
captured and then forgotten Iike this. He wondered If he had been left to 
starve, or perhaps to prevent one of the forest denlsens From starving. Nel- 
ther fate appealed to him. 


‘HIs hands had been pulled behtnd him and wranped around the £66 trunk. 
Because of paln, he was torced to siilft his body very siowiy arid very care- 
fully. Nevertheless, he was able to work his hands down the trunk unt t they 
touched the ground. This gave hls bonds more play, and enabled him to feel 
blindfy bahtnd him for something with which to sever those bonds. His patient 
search, conducted enilrely by touch, was unrewarded. What stones and pebbles 
he could find.were smooth, worn down by exposure to the elements. 
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Kirk refused to give up. Somehow, he would have to free himself. 
Laborfously, he began to Inch his way around the tree, trailing dirt, stones, 
and pebbles from his fingers as he did so. Recurring bouts of dizziness 
caused him to stop perlodically for a rest. By the third such pause he was 
facing the forest. He shifted his head from side to side. What movement * 
there was in the forest's dark recesses appeared due to the routine and random 
activities of forest creatures. He IIstened attentively, but could discern no 
sign of purposeful movement. 


The pain was at last beginning to subside, and thevarlous side effects 
of the weapon wielded by his unknown assailant were also fading. He could 
smel! the pleasant, piney, damp-earth aroma of the forest once again, and his 
earswere no longer ringing incessantly. He was still thirsty, but at least 
his mouth no longer tasted of decay and corruption. 


With the pain level dropping swiftly, other, minor irritants bean to as- 
sume disproportionate Importance. Jim was drenched In sweat from hls exertions 
and one persistently annoying drop had formed a rivulet down his spine. As 
feeling and sensitivity returned, he could feel the rough bark of the tree dig- 
ging into his back, the exposed roots and rock-littered ground under him 
brulsing his skin. 


Gritting his teeth, Jim once again began his palnful search for a means 
with which to cut himself free. His slow, agonizing progress continued for 
perhaps three-quarters of the way remaining, stil! without success. Agaln he 
was forced to rest, to gulp air Into his deeply labored fungs. 


He sat there several minutes, trying to determine hls next step should he 
be unsuccessful In severing hls bonds. The future, he hadito admit, looked 
bleak. Nevertheless, he determined to continue actively searching for a re- - 
lease from his bonds. TakIng a deep breath, he prepared to continue his slow, 
painful clrcumnavigation of the trunk of the tree. 


At that moment, he chanced to glance to his Immediate left. A palr of 
leatherlike half-boots stood in his immediate {Ine of vision. ‘Kirk offered up 
a silent prayer that the owner of the boots had not seen his as-yet-unsuccess- 
ful attempt to find a sharp implement with which to cut his bonds. 


Ralsing his eyes from the boots,Jim looked up at the owner thereto. The 
being facing him héld a slender silver instrument- probably the weapon with 
which he had been rendered unconsclous- In the crook of Its left arm. Its 
right hand, tatoned with viclous-seeming claws, played with the handle of a 
short-bladed, business-like dagger. Jeweled arm-guards adorned both wrists. 


HIs captor, whom he was now seeing clearly for the first time, was ob- 
viously a fellnoid. On each side of the being's head tufted ears stood alert, 
twitching at every slight sound; Kirk found that he was belng steadily re- 
garded by a calm, unwavering stare from hooded, slit amber eyes which held in 
thelr bottomless depths unfathomable mystery. 


Most solidos Kirk had seen of KzIntI warriors showed them as rough-furred, 
tigerish beings who were massively muscled and formidably fanged. The being 
now confronting him was puma-lithe, slender, and silken-furred. It was also, 
most obviously, a mammallan female, a female of unearthly beauty. This puzzled 
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Jim, since he knew from Intelligence reports that Kzintl females were mental ly 
Infertor to the male, and, indeed, were unevolved, almost animal-like, He-could 
only assume that the being facing him was a mutant, a sport. This.-would also 
account for the subtle physical differences he now perceived, yy 


For several long moments Kirk and his captor silently confronted one an-; 
other, Then, with a grace he found almost unbearably beautiful, she whirled 
and-was gone, Jim thought of the flery gem-stone which had led him. thus far 


on this chase. In his mind there appeared a clear image of the gem-encrusted 
arm-guards the lovely feline warrior had worn on each wrist, "Meg," he silently 
congratulated his fellow officer, "I'L.l never mock woman's Intuition again, I+ 


was a' female Kzin." 


Wondertng if he dared move any further around the tree, Kirk carefully turn- 
ed his head as far to the left as: It would go. In spite of the fact that he had 
heard nothing, had received no Inner warning of her presence his captor had re- 

é turned and once again was regarding him 
) from sombre eyes. 


Jim shook his head ruefully. "Gen- 
tle femme," he sald conversationally, 
"you will have to teach me how to move 
so silently. | can see where it will be 
necessary should our peoples continue to 
have dealings with one another." 


His captor made no immedlate re- 
sponse to his words, but continued to 
stare at him from golden, bottomless 
eyes, The sun on her black fur brought 
out deep blue highlights. She was clad 
in halter and shorts, an eminently prac- 
tical outfit for forest survelllance. 
Jeweled knife and belt, encrusted arm- 
guards, gleamed in the sun, Other than 
the silver weapon she still carried, she 
bore no other encumbrance, 


Although Jim had heard nothing, the 
female's ears suddenly flicked forward, 
She whIrled so quickly that her fine 
silken hair belled out behInd her. She 
drew her weapon up to firing position In 
a single fluid gesture. From the forest 
just beyond, as quietly as had arrived 
his captor, came another furred female 
warrlor. ; : 


The lieutenant gave a soundless 
whistle,. The female of this species, 
at least this strange mutant, breed, might 
be ‘no. deadlier than the male, but they 
were certainly far more aesthetically 
pleasing. With their small bone struc- 
ture and graceful bearing they might al- 
most be another race, another specles even. 





This second female was as lovely as the first. Body fur and long silken 
mane-were pure white, eyes were deep green, She, atso, was clad in halter and 
shorts, and wore leather half-boots on her feet, Jeweled arm-bands encircled 
each slender wrist. A gem-encrusted short-sword hung from a decorative belt 
girding her slim waist; otherwise, she was weaponless. 


The black-furred feline propped her silver weapon up against a tree, She 
then advanced to the center of the clearing. The white-furred female duplicated 
_ her actions. Both cat-beings halted in the center of the glade, They were now 
almost face-to-face. Jim's captor uttered a single word, "Mtrell," The new- 
comer responded, "Llress." 


Jim cursed the fate that had him here, tled to a tree, with no access to the 
universal translator recently developed by Research and Development, As It was, 
he had no way of knowing if the two beings in front of him were greeting each oth- 
er, Identifying themselves, or issuing blood-duel challenges to one another, 


kn a practised, almost ritualist- 
ic gesture, keeping thelr left hands 
ralsed, each of the felinoids placed 
her right hand on the nape of the neck 
of the other. They then brought thelr 
heads close to one another, first on 
one side, then on the other. The Ter- 
ran, watching closely, was irresist- 
ably reminded of two strange Earth- 
cats declaring a momentary truce with 
one another while matters of pressing 
importance needed their attention. 


Jim wondered uneasily if he were 
the pending matter now before the two 
felinoids. Both felines dropped their 
hands, stepped back a pace, and began 
to converse in low, muted tones. An 
occastonal glance in his direction 
left him in no doubt of the topic of 
conversation - James T. Kirk! 


In the months since the Kzinti 
raiders had first made their presence 
known, several of their messages had 
been intercepted. With the help of 
the universal translator, a rudiment- 
ary Kzinti lexicon had been developed. 
Jim had absorbed this knowledge 
through hypno-learning. He wondered 
now if.ft had been a successful "take" 
or not. He was unable to understand 
any .of the conversation of the two 
female warriors whose personalities 
had come to fill the glade to over- 
flowing. 


_ Jim cleared his throat noisily. 
Immediately, two pair of slit eyes 





were steadily regarding him. Hesitantly, Kirk essayed an attempt at communica- 
tion. "MLarada, Kzinti." That, If the Intercepted messages had been Interpreted 
correctly, shouid be a general greeting on the order of "Hail, warriors." 


Green and amber eyes exchanged a long, measured look, then turned back to 
thelr contemplation of the Federation prisoner. Kirk took advantage of the at- 
tention they were paying him. Laboriously, he pleced together a message In High 


Kzin. "Lovar marmal. Kzinti memor. Prdil m'ralredar tlral." 

He wondered if the ailens heard the message he Intended: "We are many. The 
warriors of Kzir are few. To Insist on the satisfaction of pride would be a 
foolish thing." Jim could not be sure the fellnolds heard or understood his 


message in its entirety. Had they been human, the looks they exchanged would 
have denoted complete bew! |derment. 


The two felines addressed one another again, but continued to glance repeat- 
edly In Jim's direction. From the continued repItitions of the words "M're{I" 
and "Llress", and the context in which they were repeated, Jim deduced Llress wa 
was the black-furred feline, his captor, and M'rell was the white-furred one. 


"M'rell. Liress." Kirk tried to get the correct intonation of each word. 
It was difficult, particularly since his vocal cords were not constructed to 
resonate to the purring undertones which formed such an integral part of the 
felinold language. He was at least partially successful, for both alien ware’: ~ 
rlors broke off their conversation and turned to look at him. 


Liress, If that were Indeed the name of the ebon-furred feline, approached 
him warily. Once again she placed her right hand on the hilt of her short-sword. 
dagger-sharp claws tapped against the crystal facets of the bejeweled hilt sur- 
face. She threw a starement over her shoulder to M'rell, who responded with a 
short-clipped, almost snarled comment. 


Squatting, Llress held her left hand out to Kirk. The !leutenant looked 
perplexedly at the taloned hand now only Inches away from his face. Although 
Liress's claws were sheathed, Jim could see that when exten extended they would 
form formidably sharp, lethal cuttIng tools. He sensed that there was a purpose 
behind her gesture and that his correct Interpretation of that hidden purpose 
might mark a change in his relationship with these allen beings. 


Hesitantly, he looked from Liress to Mirel!. Both felinolds were observing 
him closely. He ciosed his eyes in an attempt to recall the greeting they had 
given one another. Then he tried to correlate thls with the observed behavior 
of the felines of Terra. Dangerous though it was to extropolate allen behavior 
from Terran analogues, he had no other choice at present since knowledge of the 
fellnoids' species was very limited. 


Into his mind there came a picture of Malsy D., hls mother's favorite mouser, 
sniffing curlously at an orphan kitten brought home one rainy night by his bro- 
ther, Sam. He remembered how close to one another M'rell and Liress had placed 
thelr heads. Perhaps the sense of smell played a much greater part In the rit- 
uals of these fellne-beings than In those of his own anthropold peoples? 


Another growling comment from M'irel! hastened his decision. He doubted If 
he could be In a worse position than he was in already. Kirk very loudly, very 
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very ostensibly, gave a sniffed greeting. All the while, he tried to keep a 
steady , reassuring hum throbbing in his throat. A faint fragrance akin to tal- 
cum or baby powder was exuded from Llress's skin. Jim twitched his nose and 
sniffed again. He tried to interject an Interrogative tone Into his sub-vocal 
humming. 


Jim reallzed that, to someone not familiar with first contact procedures, 
his actions would appear ludicrous In the extreme. But xenopsychchology had 
been one of his favorite subjects at Starfleet Academy - and, Indeed, the area 
of first contact had been. his second fieid of speclallzation, as command had 
been his first. Kirk therefore realized that no sound, no gesture, no movement 
that enhanced communication, that strengthened contact, was ludicrous. The final 
test was In the degree of mutual understanding and rapport established. 


Jim heard M'rell's harsh snarl! cut off abruptly. What seemed to him a ques 
tioning note appeared in her volce. Opening his eyes, he saw that the white-fur- 
red’ feline had’ come over to Liress and was standing by her shoulder.’ M‘re!| and 
Llress exchanged a long, silent look. Kirk wondered briefly ‘If: much of thelr 
communication was on a non-verbal level, or If they were capable of ‘ultra-sonic 
sounds. Either eventuality would make It difficult to establish total commun— 
ication with these feline-belngs. 


Hesitantly, almost shyly, M'rell caressed Jim's cheek-with a gentle, patting 
morlon. Jim could feel the silken-soft texture of her fur, could sense the 
tightly wound strength In her slender body. She sald something softly to,Liress 
and It was noticeable that the harshness had disappeared completely from her 
volce. Liress rose. The two'fellnolds began to pace the clearlng, agi tatedty 
discussing something all the while. 


They stopped only when, In his heavily seesated High KzIn, Jim once again 
began to laboriously compose a statement. "Mlarada, ‘KzIntl. Prdlo kredvar?" 
That, If his memory served him correctly, should mean, "Hall, warrlors. Must 
we be enemies?" . 


M'rell and Liress again spoke seriously, concernedly to one another at ‘his 
pause for thought. They seemed’ to reach some conclusion almost simultaneously, 
for they gently fouched each other's face, then turned as one and walked back 
to Kirk. 


Llress knelt down and began to untie the bonds on Kirk's feet. M'rell, 
standing facing him, began to speak in highly accented High Kzin. "Kzinti nelo- 
var. Lovar:Caltitan. Kzinti kredvar." 


Jim grew tenes with excitement. If he had undersiwod M'rell correctly!! He 
formed a question, growing Impatient with himself at his Inability to think more 
quickly in the héavily Intonated Kzin language. In response to his question, 
M'rell repeated -hér words and Liress echoed them. Both felines lald stress on 
rhe word: Catttan. Jim cursed the loss of hIs translator. If he could only be 
sure of the correct wording and meaning of the HIgh Kzin both he and the two fe- 
mates were using! 


Before they could.reach total understanding, a sudden mewling cry, followed 


by a thunderous roaring, came from.the depths of the forest beyond. M'rell gave 
a high-pitched snarl of fury, whirled quickly, and raced back Into the forest. 
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Llress, who had finished untying Kirk's feet; jumped to her own feet. She looked 
down at the Terran, hesitated a moment, then ran quickly after M'rell. 


Jim struggled against the bonds stI11 imprisoning his hands. "M'rell! 
Liress! What Is It? Come back!" he shouted after them. They did not respond, 
did not turn back. 


A throbbing, trumpeting cry echoed once again, punctuated by the spItting, 
snarling ywowls of angered cats. There was a heavy crashIng as of bodles being 
thrown about In a wild fury. To Jim's strsining ears It sounded as though the 
entire forest were being uprooted in a pitched, heated battle. 


The sound of battle grew fiercer and even more clamorous. It drew closer to 
the glade where Jim stil] sat Imprisoned. Suddenly, with the fury of an explod- 
Ing sun, three tangled bodies erupted Into the open area In front of him. 


M'rell and. Liress were battling a huge, elght-foot-tall, ape-I1ke beast with 
mottled brown fur. Both felines were fighting furlously, but to Kirk I+ appeared 
to be a losing battle. 


M'rell had leaped up on the ape-beast's back. Her legs were wrapped around 
its chest. One arm was tightened around the huge creature's throat and her tal- 
oned fingers were twined Into his thick coat of fur. In the other hand she held 
her dagger, and was trying to:sever the beast's jugular veln with It. So thick 
and matted was Its fur, however,, she was flnding the task impossIble. 


Llress, meanwhile, had also drawn her dagger. The black-furred feline was 
boldly attacking the ape-beast from the front, trying to find an exposed, vul- 
nerable vital organ Into which to plunge. her short-sword. DespIite her speed 
and agility, she could not reach the ape-beast. The constant windmbiling motion 
of the beast's great arms drove her off each time she approached. 


Nelther M'rel! nor Liress was able to break away from the unequal battle 
long enough to recover the silver weapon which still lay propped agalnst the 
tree where Liress had left It. Jim threw a desparate, longing look at the 
strange weapon. {f only Llress had had time to undo the bonds on his hands! 
He stralned again and yet agaln against the Imprisoning bonds which kept him 
tied helplessly to a tree while the two fellne warriors sought to battle off a 
marauding creature larger than the two of them together. 


One of the Infurlated beast's alr-deadening blows struck LIlress. The re- 
doubtable female warrlor's slender form was thrown clear across the glade and 
landed with a‘heart-stopping thud. Her head struck a rock with a clearly heard 
crack. 


Jim winced at the sound, and redoubled his efforts to free himself. The 
bonds which held hlm, weakened and frayed by the constant friction he had applied 
to them when he circuited the tree, finally separated. Kirk quickly sprang to 
his feet and ran to pick up the slender, silver weapon. 


He looked the weapon over hurriedly. So far as he could judge, It would fire 
if he pulled any one of several fevers. Jim threw a worrled glance over his 
shoulder to the ape-beast. The creature had managed to drag M'rell from hls back 
and was shaking the slight feline back and forth furtously. Then it dashed her 
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to the ground. 


‘The ape-beast lumbered over 
to one of: the trees*and pulled 
offsavbranch as ,hick as one of 
Kirk!ssthighs.’ Turning, It-téad- 
ed. back to the unconscious body 
of “Mtrell... It ralsed the-un- © 
wheldy branch over Its head, club 
IIke, as though to strike the fe- 
IIne's recumbent form. 


Kkrk whirled to face the.ape= 


beast.at its first move away. from 


M'reldi.., He pointed the weapon at 


the -beast:and pulled a lever. 
Noth#ing happened. . He pulled a 
second,, lever, - Again there was no 
apparent response. In despera- 
tlon, he pulled the last movable 
lever. just as the beast began to 
. attack M'rell with the club. 


“This time a blinding beam of 
golden IIght flashed from the end 
of the weapon. The ape-beast was 


enveloped In a sparkling nimbus, .. 


The halo of light flashed from 

_ gold, to yellow, to a deadly, cor- 
posant hue. The halo then con-= 
tracted, seeming to seep Into the 
creature's body, and the beast 
dropped to the ground with a dull 
thud. 4 


Kirk approached the ape-beast 
slowly, and cautjously prodded 
Its body with the butt-end of his 


weapon. It was quite, quite dead. 


Jim looked around for the two fe- 
line warrtors. Nelther was mov- 
Ing. He set his weapon aside and 
went over ‘to M'rell. 


The white-furred allen lay 
there limply, breathing very 
shallowly. The snowy purity of 
her coat was now besmIrched by 
large stains of orange blood ooz- 
Ing from a deep cut on her temple 
and ‘fron ‘several other serious * 
body:.wounds,. ; 


KIrk searched through all the 
pockets of his landing jacket. 
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They had been thoroughly cleaned out during the time he was unconsclous. HIs 
small medi-kit had been taken, and nothing remained with which he could make an 
attempt at treating M'rell's wounds. 


Biting his knuckle In frustration, he finally took off his landing jacket. 
Then he picked up M'reli's dagger, which had been shaken from her grasp by the 
brutalityof the ape-beast's attack on her. WIth the dagger, he cut a swatch 
of material from his velour tunictop. He carefully wiped the blood away with 
this plece of material. Cutting several other swatches, he bandaged the most 
serlous of her wounds. He then wadded the landing jacket into a ball, which 
he placed under M'rell's head. 


Having done as much for M'rell as he could, Jim went over to where Liress 
still lay unconscious. In spite of the sharp Impact with which she had struck 
her head when thrown aside by the slain ape-creature, no blood dulled the gleam 
of her black fur. Her left arm, however, was bent beneath her at an unnatur- 
al angle. Offering up a silent prayer to Bastet for guidance, Kirk slowly 
brought her arm out from under her. Thankful that she was still unaware, still 
Impervious to pain, he tentatively ran his fingers up and down her arm. The 
anatomical details differed from his own, of course, but Llress's arm was de- 
finitely broken. 


The Ileutenant straightened up and flexed taut muscles. He looked around 
for something he could utI!Ize at thls moment. He sent another prayer, this one 
of thanks, winging to Bastet when he found, almost Immediately, a tree branch 
the proper size. With M'rell's dagger Jim was able to pare off excess leaves 
and bark, leaving him with a smooth plece of wood sultable for a spitnt. 


Jim went back to Llress. Kneeling, he placed hIs hands as gently as poss- 
ible on her broken arm. Trying to synthesIze his knowledge of human anatomy 
and of Terran feline physiology, Kirk set the arm as well as he could. He then.._. 
cut another Jong strip of velour to serve as padding, put the denuded branch In 
place, and fastened It with strips cut from his trousers. 


He looked from Llress to M'rell with a wry smile on his face. "If we don't 
get back to clvilization soon, gentle femmes, |'I! soon be running around the 
woods naked. Think what that would do to your reputations!" 


A soft stirring sounded from the woods behind him. Kirk raced over to the 
sliver weapon which he had set aside when working on the wounded fellnes. 
Hefting the weapon In his hands, he crouched low and waited for the forest to 
reveal Its secrets. 


Expecting the worst, perhaps the mate of the ape-beast he had slaln, he 
was unprepared for the beIng who stepped from the santuary of the tall trees. 
Tawny furred, golden maned, with turquoise eyes alert for any sudden move on 
his part, she was dressed In a short golden skirt, a golden halter, and a tur~ 
quotse velvet cape. In her arms was an Infant scarcely more than three days 
old, wrapped In a plece of amber satin. She was, quite obviously, of the same 
race that had given birth to M'rell and Liress. 


Remembering the greeting exchanged by M'rell and Liress, Jim slowly, care- 


fully, laid the silver weapon he was carrying on the ground. He was taking a 
risk - the forest might now be filled with feline sharp-shooters walting for 
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him to disarm himself - but felt that the situatton- more than_warranted -such a 
move of trust on his part. 


Holding his left hand up, as he had seen M'rell and Liress do when they 
first greeted one another, he slowly advanced to the slender, tawny fellne. 
Bearing In mind the words that M'rell had tried to make clear to him, he greeted 
the lovely new-comer in his halting High KzIn. "Hail, noble lady of Calt. | 
am Lt. James T. Kirk of the Federation." 


The fellnoid purived a response to his words. Holding up her own hand, she sald 
slowly, in the highly accented High Kzin he had come to expect, "Hall, Ja- 

ry 
messakIrrak. Cait greets you. | am Dr'anya." 


She placed her head next to Kirk and gave what he now recognized to be a 
ceremonial sniff of greeting. He was sure thet, with olfactory senses at least 
ten times greater than his own, hls scent, his basic smell, had now been cat- 
egorlzed and memorized so that Dr‘'anya would never forget him. As best he 
could with his IImIlted sense of smell, James repeated her sniffing action, a 
move which seemed to please her very much. 


Just then a groan sounded from where Liress lay. Jim and Dr‘anya, startled 
out of thelr attempts at communication, both looked over towards the black- 
furred feline. Llress had galned consciosness and was trying to struggle to 
herfeet, but the Improvised sp!int on her arm was making It difficult. 


Kirk went to her slde and, exercising extreme caution with her Injured 
arm, helped her up. Gravely, Llress Inclined her head and sald, "! thank you, 

: warrtor." She then caught a glimpse of Dr'anya for the first time, and 
her eyes dilated with surprise. 


She greeted Or'anya in the strange !anguage that Jim now knew to be Calttan. 


Dr'anya looked at her somewhat reprovingly. "Speak to me only In the words 
of the eaters-of-flesh, so that Jamessakirrak may understand, my sIster," she 
admonished Liress. —— 


In confusion, Llress sald, "yes, my lady, of course. But you, what...?" 
y Y y 


"All Is wel!,Liress," Dr'anya assured her. "Neither | nor the two kits 
were Injured In the ape-beast's attack..*Hralr and Prtr got us safely away while 
you and M'rell bravely attacked the monster." Dr'anya softly touched Liress's 
face. "Again you have al! but offered your life for my safety. Thank you, my 
sister-warrior." 


Jim, who had been fo!lowIng this Interchange with interest, Interrupted at 
this polnt. "My lady," he struggled over the somewhat harsh-soundIng syllables 
of the HIgh Kzin words, "Il am glad - Indeed, | am honored - to have been of some 
assIstance to you. But how do you come to be on this planet? Jama part of a 
peace-keeping force of the United Federation of Planets. We tracked a !1fe-boat 
from a KzInti raider to this planet, and | have been searchIng for the escaping 
marauders. |! have found no Kzin, but | have found you." Liress snorted de- 
risively at this. Jim's face lightened momentarily as he sald, "! stand cor- 
rected. You found me. Be that as It may be, | do find myself wondering just 
who you are, my women of mystery." <i 2 ee 


63. 











' Completely serious again, Jim 
continued his questioning of Dr'an- 
ya and Llress. "You are Caitians, 
a people with whom we of the Feder- 
ation have had no dealings? ‘You 
are not friend to the Kzin, but, 
rather, foe?" 











































Turquoise eyes met hazel Ina 
silent, measuring gaze, flicked to 
gold for support and affirmation, 
then returned to hold hazel. The 
tawny furred feline leader raised 
her right hand and held it extended 
towards Jim, fingers spread, 
thumb crossed against palm. 


After an initial hesi- 
tation, and some judictous 
prompting by Liress, Jim 
repeated Dr'anya's gesture. 

Tall flicking approval of his 
participation In thls ritual, 
Drtanya spoke the ancfent words as 
written by the Old Ones. 


"Jaméssakirrak, you are a 
stranger to our fires, alien to our 
blood, and out-worlder to our home 
of Calt. Yet you have risked your 
own life for one of ours. Know, 
then, stranger-who-has-been, that 
you are of our hearth, of our 
blood, and of our world, brother- 
warrior-who-Is. Know, then, your 
history as it relates to deeds of . 
the present." 


As Dr'anya spoke, James was 
able to piece together much of what 
had had happened. As he had sur- 
mised, the three felines were mem- 
bers of a race with whom the Feder- 
ation had not yet come in contact, 
Calling themselves the Caitians, 
their race shared a common genetic 
heritage with the Kzinti. Yet, over 
the millenia, racial, cultural, and 
social differences had developed, 


Smaller, slighter, and more 
graceful than the Kzinti, with sub- 
tle anatomical and physiological 
differences, the Caitians were also 

















more philosohical, more artist- 
ic, less milltaristic, and less 
_Imperialtstic than the Kzinti, i 
Moreover, among the Caitians 
male and female were both fully 
developed evolutionarily- and 
were co-eval culturally. 


Calt was a much richer ‘sys~ 
tem than Kzin, and the KzInti 
frequently raided the ships of 
their distant cousins. I+ had 
been in one such raid that 
Drtanya, a member of the Cait- 
jan High:Counci!, had been cap- 
tured along with her entire 
household: and with several 
other high ranking govern- 
ment officials. 



















The KzInti were 
planning ‘to hold the 
Caitians for ransom. 
They were particularly 
well-pleased that Dr'anya was 
pregnant and about to glve birth. 
‘This raised her monetary value 
enormously, and placed her in 
danger of enslavement, rather 
than ransom. : 


But before the Kzintl. plans 
could come to f uition, the USS 
Farragut had struck. In the 
confuslon the Caitians had man- 
aged to arm themselves and es- 
cape in a life=boat. In unfa- 





miliar space, pursued by a task Ut i 
force from the Farragut, unsure vial q 
of who were enemies or who were a ¥ 





friends, the Caitians - not re- \ 
alizing that Mandalar was inhab- : 
ited - sought refuge on the 
planet, 






The stirring adventure that 
Dr'anya related to Jim continued 
to have tragic.overtones. The 
life-boat had crashed on landing. 

_ Mere than one-half of the Caitian 

retugees, including Dr'anya's Jife- = 

mate, had died In the crash, Onty’” nu 
ff 
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Dr'anya, M'rel!, Lilress, and six 
others had escaped unscathed, 

















"We saw your pllot-shIp land, JamessakIrrak, " Dr'anya concluded, "and we 
watched very, very carefully for any sign of hostI lity on your part. We saw you 
leave your camp.. Not know!Ing what your Purpose was, we kept you always under 
watch. We kept most carefully out of sight, and trusted to the diffuston power 
of our guard-stones to Interfere with any tracking equipment you might have with 
you." Dr'anya smiled. "You are persistent, my brother. We had to move our 
camp when It appeared that you might head directly towards it." 


Liress, who had let Dr'anya recount to Jim the history of thelr present 
misfortunes, Interrupted at this polnt. "It was only when , by sheer accident, 
you seemed to become aware of our presence that | stunned you." 


Jim grimaced, "About that weapon of yours..."As he described the symptoms 
he had had on awakening, the two felines IIstened In amazement. 


"But, Jamessakirrak," Liress protested, "the drijana has no after-effects 
at ail! It simply sends one Into a calm, peaceful sleep. And the death It 
brings on the kIII] setting is the kindest death we know... Ike entering a 
dream-state." 


Jim tooked at the black-furred feline. "Liress, you forget that my phy- 
slology Is quite different than yours. |! assure you. The effects of the dri- 
jana on me were far from dream-like. Nightmarish would be more precise. But 
| am curtous. Why did you flInally begin to untle me?" 


"The Kzintl had warned us not to expect ald from your ship. They sald that 
the belngs attacking the Farang were sImlanoid monsters who hated all belngs not 
ape-like. They sald your ki!led or enslaved all races you came In contact with, 
and we'd be even more I! \-treated by your people than by theirs." 


"But you did not conform to this pattern, my brother-warrlor. You tried 
to greet us In Kzin, and, even bound, you offered peace. ‘You tried to greet 
us In our own manner, even though your sense of smell appears to be much Infer- 
lor to ours. These mediatory attempts were not the actions of the monster the 
KzIntl had ted us to expect. We decided to trust you, and | started to untie 
you. But at that moment Dr'anya and the kIts were attacked and needed us." 
Liress's eyes darkened momentarlly as she looked to where M'rell still lay. 
"M'rell... M'rell does not awaken. Our numbers grow steadily fewer." 


Jim strode across the small clearing and knelt at the side of M'rell's 
still figure. Worrledly, he checked breathing, resptration, and other vital 
signs to the best of hls ability. He looked over to Dr'anya. "My fady, | do 
not know the signs of illness In your people, but to me, M'rell appears to 
have a raging fever. Are any of your people skilled In medicine?" 


Dr'anya and Llress exchanged worried looks. Dr'anya turned back to Kirk. 
No, Jamessakirrak, they are not," she sald grimty. "He who was our healer for 
both mInd and body dled at the hands of the Kzintl." 


Jim looked back at M'rell. To his untutored eyes I+ looked as though delirium 
might be starting. She was beginning to moan fitfully, to toss and turn, to 
cry out In Caitian. "Then, my lady, may Ire commend that you call your people 
together so that we can head back to the Federation camp? We have a doctor 
there who may be able to help M'rel|." 
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Dr'anya searched his face as though unsure of the Kzinti words he used, 
"My brother, when | saw you tending to the wounds of M'rell and Liress, even 
though but a short while earlier they had held you prisoner, | knew that you 
were trustworthy. Battling the ape-beast was a thing that you could have done 
for your own good only. After all, if the creature killed M'rell and Liress, 
what was to keep it from attacking you? But to ald the injured, the Injured 
who had been only enemy to you - this was different. | felt that | had nothing 
to fear from you, and | revealed myself." 


‘The golden feline paused, then hen out her hand. "Have | not just said 
that, despite our differences, we are kin? My words would be as nought if, at 
this first test | did not trust my kins-man. Come, my brother, let us seek your 
camp." 


Kirk gathered M'rell's body Into his arms, then straightened. Dr'!anya 
pulled a communications devise - apparently without translator, Jim noticed - 
from her belt and spoke into it softly. In-response to her words, six other 
Caitlans - two women, one carrying another infant dressed identically to the 
child In Dr'anya's arms, and four males - slipped silently from the forest to 
the small glade, Dr'anya spoke to them briefly in their own language. Kirk 

-monentar | ly became the cynosure of all eyes as the newcomers silently welghed 
Dr'anya's words, and himself, in the balance. 


The six conferred, then a spokes-man, one of the male aristocrat-warriors, 
turned to Dr'anya. Agreement must have been reathed;,because Dr'anya faced the 
Terran proudly. Raising her right hand again in a now familiar gesture, the 
tawny felinoid said, "Shall we go, Jamessakirrak? Shakk alar?" 


The small party set off in the direction of the Federation camp. 


Seven planet months later, when the Farragut was ordered to Cait as part 
of a diplomatic mission, a special ceremony was held. A grateful Caitian gov- 
ernment awarded the Karagite Order of Heroism to Lt. James T Kirk of Starfleet. 
The ausplclousness of the occasion was heightened by the fact that thls was the 
first time In history an outworlder had received this high honor. 


The award ceremony was attended by many prominent beings from any number 
of Federation and allied planets. Starfleet chose to mark the occasion by pre- 
‘senting Kirk with a special commendation for his successfully completed "first 


contact with the Caitians. Already there was talk of Cait entering the Feder- 
ation as full standing members, 


And in the audlence a young Caltlan sat with her parents, both of whom had 
been with Drtanya's party on Mandalar,Her Imaginatton caught fire from the 
storles of adyenture and brayery being told, and she realized that new legends 
were being created in front of her eyes... M'tress began to dream.., 


THE END 
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He: 


She: 


They: 


THE ENCOUNTER 


by Anne Elizabeth Zeek 


| have my duty, 
duty to this man who leads, 
duty to the Federation. 
What can there be so rare, 
so overpowering In its conception 
that it can tempt me from this man, 
this Federation? 
What logic is there in 
in turning aside from home, 
from ordained place, 
to venture on unknown paths 
among strange stars? 
How can | leave my self, 
how can you ask? 
That path is closed for me, 


And yet... 


| have my duty. 
duty to my father's name, 
duty to my lord. 
What can there be so fine, 
so achingly strong in needy fire 
that it can tempt me forget home 
for one man's touch? 
How can control be lost 
so completely 
that one man's word 
becomes my bond, 
my soul? 
| cannot trust you thus, 
The price weuld be too high 
should you be false. 


And yet... 
We have duty, 


ties we cannot break. 
More than war parts us now. 


There is no bridge. 


And yet... 





Hands approach slowly, hesitantly, 

And explore the unfamiliar territory of another's face, 
We stand transfixed, trapped 

|Irapped out of time by unexpected response. 

‘Your alien hand arouses in me strange desires - 

Desires unknown, unfelt with others. 

| stand suddenly a stranger to myself, 

Ihe reflection in your eyes subtly changed 

From the self | know. 

Ihe hollows and the contours of your face 

Are a strange new world | must explore. 

(Damnation lies within - without.) 

As flesh touches flesh a spark is lit. 

My fingers trace a pattern on your skin and the flames flare, 
Threatening to engulf us both 

In new sensation, in new desires. 

Control is threatened, logic undone 

Before this flame. 

We stand enjoined, yet still apart. 


And a new universe has been created from the fire of this moment. 
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~ROMULANI 


by THOMAS NORBERRY GORSE and ANNE ELIZABETH ZEEK 


Ten thousand years before the union of the Upper and Lower Kingdoms of the 
Nile River, a dynamic interplanetary civilization existed in a no longer iden- 
tiflable:sclar system. The peoples of this sun-system were humanoid, evolved 
from a lemur-like ancestor. They possessed remarkable mental! abilities, but 
were aggressive, blatantly warlike, fiercely competitive. Their society depend- 
ed on atomic. power, and they stood on the verge of discovering: warp drive tech- 
nology with its inevitable conquest of interstellar distances. 


Disaster struck swiftly and overwhelmingly. I+ is now unknown if the dis- 
aster which overtook these nameless people was natural or self-induced. Oral 
tradition and myths retain elusive allusions to "fire rain," "the killing waste" 
and "shadow death." The poetic descriptions could equally refer to a sun going 
nova or to interplanetary warfare. 


The only "fact" surviving from this myth-shrouded time is the knowledge 
that the homeplanet of these people was rendered uninhabitable, and local inter- 
planetary colonies: were unable to support the populace fleeing disaster when the 
sun itself no longer offered them sustenance. A knowledge of the true events 
of this time of suffering is lost even to psychic recakt,;~so inbred is the 
trauma of disaster and loss. 


Forced to extra-ordinary lengths by the need to ensure racial survival, the 
people of this doomed star-system had barely enough time to equip a number of 
generation and sleeper ships. From a single location In the galaxy, they sent 
+heirfrail craft out in all directions. Many ships met unforeseeable dangers 
and were destroyed; others were lost beyond call, and perhaps continue their un- 
ending search for a new world. After long millenia, some few ships. found plan& 
ets capable of sustaining life, and the seed of these refugees from beyond space 
and time, from a now unknown star, was planted throughout the galaxy. 


In.almost all cases where planet-fall was achieved, reversion to the prim- 
itive occurred within. the first few generations. Some newly seeded colonies 
were lost: during these first difficult years. For the remainder, the reascen> 
sion to space-going ‘@iviidzations was long and arduous. Many years were requir- 
ed before the skills and theeknowledge necessary to become space-going peoples 
again were regained. © It would take‘many centuries, but it could be done. And 
for these peoples, what could be: done, would be done. , ' 


The descendants of this ancient peoples most familiar to the members of the 
Federation are the Vulcans, Their distant brothers, the Romulans, are more 
heavily shroudedin mystery, Completely’ unknown to the Federation until the past 
‘éentury, the full story of the Romulans is only now being revealed, 
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Fleeing destruction, a single generation ship reached the double-star sys- 
tem known to the Federation as Romulus-Romi[. Revolving around the white dwarf 
member of the binary was a twin planet system. This system was InhospItable, 
but It was, If barely, habltable. The generation ship could go no further. 

Too many pleces of delicate engineering equipment had worn out and could not be 
replaced. Hosp!table or not, this system would now be home. 


The refugees landed on that planet we call Romulus. They themselves named 
the double-star system Wardath-sh'leagh, the All-Seeing Eyes of Nardath (Nardath 
In their mythological system belng the greatly feared ruler of thelr hell-equiv- 
alent). Their new hors -planet they named Tsaitmat, the bIltter world. Its sIster 
planet they called Naimat, the bitter twin. Thelr name for themselves was sImp- 
ly Taleschi, the people of doom. 


Tsalmat proved to be, indeed, a "bitter world." Smalfer than Earth, Its 
high preponderance of heavy elements gives It a higher density and a correspond- 
Ing gravity of 1.517. It has a viable oxygen-nitrogen atmosphere with a slight- 
ly higher proportion of carbon-dloxide than Earth-normal. The temperature range 
Is more extreme than Earth's and the average dally temperature Is higher. The 
day Is 28.572 hours long. There are six seasons of unequal length: two short 
growlng seasons, two very long hot, dry seasons, a wet season, and a mild win- 
ter. There are three satellites In eccentric orbI+ts about Tsalmat, two about 
Nalmat. 


Tsalmat Is a dry, water-poor world. There are no true oceans, the three 
largest bodies of water belng completely land-locked. The brackish water of 
these "oceans" Is undrinkable. Only during the short wet season, the Time of 
the Blooming Desert, Is there a sufficiency of molsture. During thls t+Ime, 
transitory bodies of water (e.g., the Sea of Cha, the Winter Sea, etc.) appear 
and the deserts do, Indeed, bloom In short-!Ived profusion. 


Although there are several extremely tall mountain ranges, much of the land 
of Tsalmat Is composed of mica and quartz deserts which possess thelr own severe 
beauty. Arable land Is scarce and jealously guarded. Tsalmat Is rich In ores 
and precious minerals, but land-poor and barely capable of self-sustenance. 


With the at times crucial lack of water, elaborate water ceremonles: have 
sprung up - many quasl-religlous In nature. The few sources of pure drinking 
water are guarded carefully all year round. Raclal memories, myths, and ritual 
ceremonies all Indicate that the planet on which the TaleschI were spawned had 
a much higher water/land ratio than does Tsalmat. Despite the intervening years 
the Taleschl have not adapted fully to Tsalmat. LIfe on thelr original home 
first evolved In Its oceans, and the Talesch! still carry Its salts and minerals 
withIn thelr bodies. To this day the TaleschI couch many of thelr Images In 
terms of water Images. 
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After landfall, the descent to savagery was particularly swift for the 
Taieschl. Within four generations the Great Migration was but an epic poem and 
the Before Time had assumed the properties of a golden age of wonder. 


Life on Tsalmat was anything but easy. Climate, geography, natural radia- 
tion: :all served to produce an environment In which only the strong could 
survive. The violent natire of the Taleschl, which had not altered despite 
thelr hegira, added to the hardship. Internecine warfare and a harsh environ- 
ment almost destroyed these outcasts yet a second tIme. 


Arable lands and herds of |Iive-stock (replicated and developed from fer- 
tilized ova carefully preserved in the blology lab of the generation ship) 
became the signs of wealth. Fertile land was so rare it was never allowed to 
become personal property. Instead, land and !Ilvestock were held In common In 
Family Holdings, with control over use and development accorded to each Family 
Head. 


A rather anarchic soclety was established, with each Family completely in- 
dependent of al! law save Family dogma. Political marriages and wholesale feuds 
became common as the Taleschi, thelr combativeness undimmed, battled among them- 
selves tor posltions of power. 


Meanwhile, the birthrate began to show a steady decline. Radiation, vita= 
min deficiency, the disruption of fertility cycle caused by a new environment, 
spontaneous mutations and sports: all took their toll. 


Again millenia passed. Millenia In which the Taleschi climbed from savags- 
ry to a pre-technological society. But their aggressiveness caused them again 
to stand on the verge of destruction. It was at this point that Marcus Dilex, 
shansath of Landarr, declared himself Imperator and began the process of the 
Unification. I+ took forty arduous, blood-drenched years, but by the end of 
that time Marcus wes absolute ruler over a united Tsaimat. 


The passionate nature of the TaleschI was not denied; rather, It was har- 
massed and channeled through strict military controi. Only In the tratyana 
state (an Induced state of hyper-awareness coupled with enhanced esper and phy- 
sical powers often leading to a berserker-like frenzy) was a loss of control al- 
fowed or accepted. And even here, a deep level of control over one's helghtened 
actions was ex.ected. 


Familiy Hoidings remained important after the Unification, but a seml-feudai 
monarchial system now overlay the anarchic pattern of earller days. WIth Inter- 
necine warfare outlawed, the Taleschi carved out a more secure hold on Tsaimat. 
The test arts and sciences which had taken them to space were gradually recover- 
ed. From one smail, barren planet they expanded until, by the time they made 
contact with the Federation, the Taleschl had carved out an Interstellar Empire 
ruled from the HomeWorld of Tsaimat. Nine star systems and twenty-three Inhab- 
Ited planets and satellites, Including five subject races, were under the con- 
trol of the Imperator. 
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CYTHEREAN CYCLE» 


anne elizabeth zeek 


Cytherea... an ancient Romulan word with many complex-philosophical connotations. 

Its most obvious usage is in describing the basic underlying obversion of a given 
situation. That which seems to be, is not, that which seems to be not, is. This 
concept underlies all relationships, on many levels. It inextricably threads its 
way through the story which follows... 


PART.ONE: LAR EE S.HLA 
CHAPTER ONE: |, Lareesha, she whose name means "silver jewel of the night," 
have been In tralning to be a warrlor since before my years 
numbered ten. | come from an old family, a proud family, with 


roots that go back to the Great Migration Itself. During all that time, we of 
Dallvidian stock have served the Empire loyally, honestly, ably. We have been 
statesmen without belIng politicians, leaders of men without belng dynasts. We 
have sought power, but only to serve. 


No family Is more respected, more honored. We were bred, we are bred, to 
serve the Imperator and the State. Rebellion. Revolution. Dlsobedlence. Such 
words are abstract concepts | cannot begin to comprehend. Why then, was |, the 
first Dalividian warrlor In one thousand full cycles to have suffered defeat, d 
disgrace, capture, why was | now temporizIng and finding It difficult to comp ly 
with the Imperator's wishes In a matter which could restore to-me at Least-soma__. 
smal! share of lost honor? 


The ProConsul was striding angrily back and forth before me. Comlng to a 
stop, he leaned forward on the desk whIch stood between us. "SubCommander," 
he demanded, "what Is wrong? I+ Is bad enough that as a female of child-bearing 
age you remain unmated and empty of child! But that you, a Dallvidian, the last 
of the familly since your brother's death, should refuse to mate In thls manner 
Is... Is... by the Horned Demon of Mardon, woman, It Is actionable treason." 
With that, the ProConsul pounded on his fleld-desk so mightily that several 
large follos, state papers by thelr appearance, were knocked to the floor. 


| continued to stand at attention, but refused to meet the probing, angry 
questioning of his eyes. It was impossible for me to respond to the dellberate 
provocation of his words. Within my heart there had grown during the last sev- 
eral years a small seed of doubt, doubt as to the rightness of my continuing 
refusal to wed, doubt as to my reasons. 


The ProConsul straightened and shook his head wearily. "At ease, SubCommander," 
he sald, and | could see him laying aside the role of superlor officer. Pull- 
Ing out:a chair, he sat down heavily at the desk. "Lareesha, why? Why do you 
persist In this selfish course of action? Will you deny the Imperator the se- 
curity of Dalividian support? To whom wil! he turn In future years If not to 

_ you and your.chIild? Lareesha, glve the Imperator a chl!id of your blood, that 
he may continue secure, knowIng himself protected. Do not let the Dalividlan 
tine die here, with you unknown to man and barren of child." 


75. 


; | tried to argue his words Into nothingness. "ProConsul, the IIne does not 
dle with me. What of my kin, children of father’s father's brother? They are, 
after all, of Dalividian blood." 


He waved my argument away with a gesture of hls hand. "Bah! A cadet later- 
al branch of the family with no pretenslons to glory. The elders prematurely 
senile natterers, the young of warrior age cowards and complete nonentitles." 


"I+ Is true my cousins have never distIngulshed themselves, but there have 
been no actual siurs on their bravery. They are... they are consIdered to be 
competent." 


"Competent! By the Horned Demon, woman:", the ProConsul swore again by his 
favorite god, "What has competence to do with the matter? The Dalividia accept 
nothing less than greatness! Should the Imperator be wllling to accept In your 
place someone so lacking In all leadershIp qualities that he has never passed 
the rank of Third Level Centurion? pt oh 


"Lareesha," he continued, "twice you. have shown yourself worthy of the 
rank of SubCommander. ‘You are only months away from an appointment to the rank 
of Commander. To have been appolnted Commander once at your age were an honor; 
twice Is unheard of. Can you honestly expect the State to willingly forego the 
genetic heritage you carry within your body? Should the Empire accept medlo~ 
crity when It can have greatness?" 


| flinched at his words. Turning away, | sald despairingly, "Greatness! 
What manner of greatness Is It by which | disgrace my name, my rank, and the 
State with my stupidity and gross mishandling of a serious enemy action! What 
pride shall | have In once more serving as Commander? Once were enough! | 
deserved to have been executed for treason rather than merely broken down to 
Centurlon First. It is through my error that the enemy has knowledge of what 
had been potentially our greatest weapon. Why, then, does the Imperator do me 
honor now?" 


Getting up from his desk, the ProConsul walked over to me. He turned me 
towards himself and, forcing my head up, he looked bleakly Into my eyes. - "Do .: 
we come to the heart of the matter at last? Lareesha, do you stil! blame your- 
self for what happened six years ago when our territory was. invaded and our. de- 
fenses breached? Do you stil! persist In taking the blame upon yourself that, 
through lies and trickery, allen sples were able to steal our cloaking. device 
and learn Its secrets? My daughter, Is thts the burden you carry?" 


| looked steadily back at ProConsul Tuarek of the. Romulan Star Empire. - 
Praetor, Quaestor... and my father. . 


"Should | not remember that | brought dishonor and defeat to the Dallvidla? 
For. ‘ceénturles, no warrior of the Dalividia was defeated, or taken prisoner by an 
enemy. My brother Haroc dled by hls own hand rather than, suffer defeat and sur- 
render. | not only allowed the enemy to escape with our cloaking device, | also 
allowed myself to be caught In a trap Ike any raw recrult and be taken prisoner 
aboard ‘the Enterprise. Should | allow the seed of a dolt and bungler to be 
perpetuated?) | am afraid the Dallvidia blood runs, thin In my veins, my father." 


"Lareesha," Tuarek tried to reason with me, "there was a full-scale Inves- 
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tigation of the cloaking device Incident. ‘You were found Innocent of any delib- 
erate act of treason or sabotage. The only charge agalnst you was one of mis- 
calculation and an error In judgement. And even there, the Tribunal Councl | 
admitted that your need for blood vengeance to welgh agalnst Haroc's death may 
have greatly affected your assessment of the situation. 


"StInce that time, your rapid re-promotion has been earned by the skI!l and 
superlority you have shown In the field. To refuse to recognize that skill, and 
your talent for command, would be a senseless waste. Forget the past. You 
have a future to bulld." 


Tuarek paused, then went on. "Moreover, the cloaking device Is not even of 
major Importance now, Lareesha. Our sclentists have developed a sensor capable 
of detecting a star-ship with the cloakIng-device In use. And Intell lgence 
reports from the Federation Indicate that their sclentists have had sImltar 
success. I+ would appear, my daughter, that our respective ‘cloaks of Invis- 
Ibi lity! have been torn asunder." 


"| know your words are true, my father. | also know to be true the fact 
that... that 'military secrets are the most fleeting of all’. But | cannot help 
feeling | failed the Imperator... and you." 


"Lareesha, believe me, It Is only yourself who continues to place blame for 
an Incident over and done with years ago. ‘Your handling of the recent conflIct 
on Nbara has recommended you highly to the Council. Warrlors are proud ‘to serve 
under your command. In all but the matter of your mating, the Imperator ts 
highly pleased with you. AIl should be well for you, my daughter." 


"And you, my father," | asked him bluntly, "goes It well for you that Haroc 
my brother, first-born of the Dallvidia !Ine,destroyed himself through an act of 
kamshaya rather than surrnder to the enemy? and | meanwhile continue to IIve e 
even after defeat and captivity? Do you not wish It were OTR Eg, that fam- 
Ily hInor might be satisfied?" 


My father cupped my face In his hands with that Innate gentleness he has 
shown to none save myself and L'Ranya, his consort and my mother. 


"Lareesha, so eager were you to be born, you burst betImes from your mo- 
ther's womb. From the moment | saw you, a babe so small she could be crushed In 
one hand, who nevertheless hurled her deflance at an uncaring universe, | was 
proud to be your father. And from the moment you grasped my fingers to pull 
yourself erect and survey your world, | was your slave. Haroc was my son and my 
helr and | was Indeed proud of him. | will mourn him until my days shal! cease. 
But, Lareesha," Tuarek grew even more serious, "! wouJd not have had you die 
even had you been as guilty as you seem to fear. ‘You are my daughter, and | 
would not lose you." 


1 felt the emotion and truth behind Tuarek's words, and was momentarily st- 
lenced. Giving an embarassed laugh to break the unmilitary mood Into which we 
had fallen, the ProConsul sald, "But this conversation Is polntless, my daugh- 
ter. ‘fou are guilty of no crimes, of no offenses." 


When | tried to interpose again he gripped my shoulders and sald only, "La- 
reesha, trust me. On this matter | am closer to the truth than you are. If, 
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however, you find yourself unable to accept my words; go to see Torandor. The 
HIgh Priest may be able to help you see things moré clearly. Meanwhile, my 
daughter, ponder my words and consider your duty to the state. Go now, and- 
think over what we have discussed here to-day" Tuarek kissed my forehead and 
made the ritual gesture of leave-taking. : ' : 


| bade farewell to Tuarek both as daughter ‘and as subordinate. HIs Bbeupt 
leave-taking did not upset me. | knew that he had been emotionally affected’ 
by my role In, and rection‘to, the activities of sIx years ago. However, he’ 
had tried to kesp such emotions hidden. Embarrassment had caused him to cut’ 
short our confrontation without even extracting a promise of sbeutence from me 
regarding an Imminent choice of mate. : 


| left that section of the Old Palace where the ProConsul's quarters ‘were 
located. Passing readily through the sentry post, set now on minimal power, 4 
headed out Into the blistering glare of the white dwarf sun around which Rom- 
ulus and Its constant ‘companion Remus revolve. The long hot season, the TIlme 
of the Burning Leaves, had begun. It was’ not yet mid-morning, and already the 
alr shimmered In the heat. By the hour of Nardath, when the sun would stand 
directly overhead, the heat and the oppressIvely bright IIght would be almost 
unendurable. 


| decided to return to my quarters: On-duty military personne! were sta* 
tioned In the huge billeting complex located on the Plains of Ishmahun, just 
outside the walls of Old City. Because of the distance and the already op- 
pressive heat, | hailed a hovering ornithocopter. 


Boarding the vehicle, | fed Into Its control console the bearings which 
would take me to the Officer's Gate of the military compound. The ornIthocop 
ter was completely computerized. | held my Identification tag up to the tele- 
viewing screen of the computer. Simultaneously, | pressed my right hand Z 
agalnst the scanning plate for print and pore comparison. Since all was In 
order, the ornIthocopter noted the fare charges to my citizen! s secount? and 
took off. 


| sat back with a sigh, glad to be free at last of the ProConsul's dis- 

’ cerning eyes.. During our Interview,-! had kept tight control over myself.” | 
had not wanted him to know just how serious my problem had become In recent 
months. 


lt was more than doubt of past actions which had been troubling me lately. 
Strange thoughts and feelings were beginning to Intrude on my mind. Now, In 
my rellef at belng away from Tuarek, | relaxed too quickly. Immediately | was 
Inundated by the sensations |'d been keeping at bay by wlll-power alone. : 

- Strange colors, sounds, slghts, fragrances vied for my attention. MIxed with 
these, strangenesses were the taste of music, the color of sorrow, ‘the sound of 
dark, the smell of _vermiliion. My perceptions became Inextr Icably- intecroven, 
wed, joined. 


Greenness, 

And blue, 

And even deeply redgoldorange, 
Are he. 
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Sunbright and giltsky on thistikeday, 
Thirstparched sunbeasts mica deserts roam, 
Are he. ' 
Rainwind and clouddark on thistikenight, 
Hell's hounds reignchill bonequi 

Are he. ; 

But seas mostall, 

Maned starburnt warrior roams, 

Seas mostall 

Are he. 

Eternity twice eternal, 

Paradisal damnation, 

Totality in finite summation infinite, 
Are he. 


Hearteverin minealways, 
Never mine own 
Is he. 


"No! No!", my voice, grown ragged in denying the inexplicable phenomona 
brought me back to some semblance of rational thought, But 

| could no longer deny what was happening to me, My body was still being 
rocked: byviolent spasms as | fought my way back to reality. It was now pain- 
fuldy obvious that even my reasoning was being affected, Soon | would no 

How could | explain to the ProConsul being defeated by 


and my responses, 


longer be fit for duty. 
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splrit thoughts which attacked without warning In no readily comprehensible 
manner? 


With trembling fingers | pressed the reset button on the computer console 
In front of me. Almost immediately the board lit up. "Your new Instructions, 
slr, or madam, or gentle-belng?" queried the metalbright volce of the ornIth- 
ocopter auto-pI lot. 


| put the machIne on stand-by while attempting to gain some semblance of 
contro! over mys3lf. Taking deep, slow, even breaths, | forced mind and body 
Into the accustomed ritual of the safada, the search for the tranquil! moment. 
The very familiarity of the exercise, used by warriors since the Before Time 
to bring about a state of calmness and acceptance, helped me. | was soon re- 
covered enough to consider what should be done next. 


The problem had gone beyond my control. Now | would have to seek the help 
of Torandor, Pontificus Maximus, High Priest of the Romulan Star Empire. My 
father had been right. Only Torandor might be able to dispel the past and 
future ghosts which had begun to haunt me. And the most likely place to seek 
the HIgh Priest - a dedicated man who took seriously the many duties, medical 
and psychological as well as religious, attendant on his title - was at that 
most revered of Romulan shrines, the Warrior's Temple here in Old City. 


| grimaced wryly. If the direct I!ne of descent of the Dallvidia family 
were to continue beyond myself, the HIgh Priest was almost certainly my last 
hope. Making up my mind, | released the computer from stand-by. | then gave 
the auto-pillot a new set of bearings. The ornithocopter continued on Its 
Interrupted flight after taking up the pre-computed flight pattern that would 
bring me to the Warrior's Temple... and Torandor. 


CHAPTER TWO: The air trip across town to the Temple was uneventful. Running 
on a modified anti-gravity system, the ornithocopter provided a 
smooth, even, quick ride over the Old Clty. The grid-like lay- 

out of the clty spread below me, and | could easIly have asked that any section 

of It be shown 'n greater detail on the viewing screen. However, belng In no 
mood for Idle sight-seelng, | left the screen on routine level one magni fica- 
tion, forward view. 


WithIn minutes, the ornithocopter came to a stop before the towerlIng West 
Facade of the Warrlor's Temple. Automatic relays opened the door and lowered 
the landing steps. ‘Your destination, noble passenger," Intoned the auto- 
pilot. | slowly disembarked, and waved the alrvehicle off. 


Squaring my shoulders, | stralghtened the stole of my uniform, took a deep 
breath, and prepared to enter the Temple. Determined not to succumb to unknown 
pressures again, | set about the task before me with calm dellberation. | 
walked measuredly to the huge cast metal gates which, with thelr depictions of 
some of the most glorious moments of Romulan history, formed the Western Port= 
ico. | returned the salute of the young recrult standing honor guard duty, * 
then walted while he pressed the release controls for the heavy gates. The 
gates slowly opened. 
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| entered the Temple. Although no artificial cooling alds were used In the 
Interfor, | could feel a noticeable drop In temperature the minute | walked” 
Into the buliding. The chemos rock of which It had been built was an excel- 
lent natural insulant, serving as an effective heat barrler during the hot. 
season, yet retalning warmth during the cold season. 


The Temple was one of the most important bulldings In the governmental cap- 
ital of Old City. I+ housed a huge complexof Interconnected buildings, cor- 
ridors, and pathways. Its functions were many-faceted. The major religious 
shrine and alter.of. the Romulan people was located here, as were the fInest h 
hospital facilizles on the Home Planet and the most complete psychological and 
parapsychological laboratories In the Empire. 


| stood now. on the threshold of the double-storled main entry hall, Its ma 
many doors leading to various facilities throughout the complex. As | walted 
for my eyes to adjust to the sudden change In light, the Temple belng in sub- 
dued shadow compared to the glare outside, | mentally reacquainted myself 
with the general layout of the building. 


Directly ahead of me was a celrestorled pathway leading to an opee court- 
yard beyond which was the huge pantheistic temple to which all Romulans, re- 
gardless of the god they worshipped, were welcome at any hour, day or night, 
whenever there was need.O Off to my right was the Immense, seml-circular 
structure of the South Wing, separated from the main body of the Temple by a 
cloistered walkway. Here were located research facIIItles, treatment areas, 
and medical offices. 


To my left was a long, narrow passageway IIned with offices, leading to the 
seml-attached structure of the Nort Wing. Here were found psychology research 
facIIitles, parapsychological laboratories, and telekInetic monitoring sta- 
tions. The knowledge and the equipment in this single location could cure 
almost any known mental I!Iness or disturbance In the Empire - or could destroy 
a man's mind as easily as one destroys a fragile jalith crystal, that delicate 
mineral growth reduced to dust by the bare pressure of a breath. 


While serving as commander, | had, on occasion, ordered that soldiers under 
my command be subjected to various Romulan probing devices, each In thelr own 


way more subtle and yet more vicious than the Klingon Mind-Sifter. | had nev 
never enjoyed giving such a cruel order. but had done so:If it appeared war- 
ranted. Now, s+lll suffering the aftereffects of my recent hallucinatory ex- 


perience, | found myself wondering, Irrationally, if the essences of the men 
| had destroyed thus remained In the halls. > 


A morbid thought, and not a particularly military one. | gave an Invol- 
untary shudder, straightened my shoulders deliberately, and entered the pas- 
sageway leading to the North Wing. Torandor, High Priest of the Romulan Star 
Emptre, had offices at the further end of this hall. 


| approached the High Priest's sulte of offices. A Centurion Fifth was 
stationed in a tiny alcove just opposite the door of the outer office. He 
sprang to attention when he saw me, and saluted sharply. He continued to 
stand at attention, clearly wafting for me to Identify myself. | returned his 
salute and said, "Lareesha, SubCommander, Romulan Imperial Star Cruiser Khat- 
era. | am here to see the High Priest." 
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The young Centurion nodded, saluted once more, and briskly entered the High 
Priest's office. He returned before | even had time to: decide whether my 
rellef would outwelgh my disappointment If Torandor were unable to see me 
to-day. 


"SubCommander," the Centurion came to attention, If possible, .even more 
smartly than before. "The Ponificus Maximus will see you now." He stood 
aslde as | entered the office. : fs 

"Hador, return to your post," sald the familiar voice.of the High Priest. 
As the; door closed behind the Centurion, Torandor approached me. Looking at 
me as searchingly as had the ProConsul, he meanwhile greeted’ me In the ritual 
manner. "SubCommander, you honor this Temple." 


|, In turn, gave the ritual. response of a suppticant seeking the guidance 
and wisdom of the HIgh Priest. "My lord, It Is you‘and this Temple whIch do 
glve honor to me. .| come to you now seeking the guldance.and wlsdom of the 
All. . Grant me:this, that | might know harmony:agalin." 


Torandor's arched brows ralsed fractionally as he assImllated the Import of 
my words. He drew me Into the Inner office where hIs private counsel Ing ‘was 
done. This was:a large, dimly-l1t room with quletly unobstrusive furnishings 
chosen to project an aura of strength and stabl lity to those troubled belngs 
seeking the HIgh Priest's help here. 


| had been In thls room several times, both as guest of Torandor, who was 
a very dear friend, and as military escort to one or another persons seeing 
the High Priest fn his officlal capacity. Only once before had | been here on 
a matter of healing directly related to my own needs - that time six years. ago 
when... but, no, | would not finish that thought. - 


The HIgh Priest directed me towards a low-slung, cushloed chalr. | sat do 
down, and Torandor went to a hand-carved upright chalr behind a large table 
which almost managed to disguise the fact that It was, In reality, a working 
desk. ’ 


Torandor sat down. He spoke unhurrledly of soclal affairs and family mat- 
ters whlle arranging In front of himself on the desk several articles | could 
not clearly identify. As he spoke, | found myself start to relax,. some of the 
tension ebbIng from my body. Recognizing that my relaxation could be traced 
to the hypnotic qualities of Torandor's voice and to the empathic vibrations 
he was keyIng toward me, | looked appreclatively at the man who knew so unerr- 
ingly how to use such subtle tools. 


Torandor. .. Third most powerful man In the Empire. Only the Imperator and 
the Praetor had more power - or rather, It might be more ‘correct to say that, 
In the minds of the people of the Empire, the Imperator and the Praetor stood 
second only to the HIgh Priest. ‘Yet a greater contrast could not be ImagIned 
than that which existed among the three men who stood at the apex of the Rom 
ulan government. 


The Imperator Trjex was a slender, stooped man resembling nothing so much 


as a scholar, an antiquarlan, or even an Ink-stalned scribe. He did not in 
any way resemble the popular Image of what he, as absolute ruler over an Em- 
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pire comprised of nine star systems and twenty-three Inhabited planets and sat- 
ellltes, should look like. He was, however, generally considered a good ruler, 
beIng just, concerned, and learned. In domestic matters he was measured and 
responsible. I!t was only In hls drive for Interstellar glory and Romulan space 
supremacy that he acted less than reasonably. Unfortunately, before Tuarek 
was appoInted Praetor elght years ago the position was filled by Darnal Quintus 
of the Rlacularus family, a power-mad megalo-maniac who encouraged fhe Imperator 
In many of hls most unsuitable plans. 


A more moderate political stand had been encouraged by Tuarek upon his 
ascendency, and the unrest of several years ago had stilled. In general, the 
Imperator Trajex, who had served well during hls military apprenticeship, had 
the respect of the majority of the Romulan troops. 


Basically, however, he was honored and revered for his position and his 
family, ratherrthan hls person. The latter reverence, Intense and personal, was 
reserved by the Romulan people for Tuarek, thelr Praetor and Quaestor. For 
Tuarek, the Romulan troops would willingly march Into the Seventh Hell of Nepha, 
secure in the knowledge that he would get them out agaln. 


Senses still belng lulled by the High Priest's mesmerizing volce, | allowed 
my thoughts to dwell momentarily on my father. Tuarek - tall, broad-shouldered, 
handsomely aquiline In feature wlth black halr only slightly greyed at the tem- 
ples - looked so regal that strangers to the highest government circles were apt 
to mistake him for the Imperator. And yet, despIte adulation that In some cases 
bordered on Idolatry, Tuarek was content, was proud to serve the Imperator In 
true Dallvidian fashion. 


If my father's appearance was that of a Romulan military ideal, the High 
Priest's was almost unRomulan. Torandor was short, and rather heavier than Is 
usually acceptable In a warrior people. His halr had sIlvered completely, and 
his face was heavily lined. At first glance, he seemed to be a rather unprepos- 
sessing Indididual. I+ was only on closer examination that one could see the 
depths In the eyes, the strength In the man - and It was In the hidden measure 
of thls strength that his power lay. 


The High Priest was not chosen by reason of political connections or family 
position. Nor was he chosen for military prowess or bravery. Rather, the at- 
tatnment of the priestly levels Is dependent on a fact of Romulan physlology 
and parapsychology that we have successfully hidden even from allled. alien 
races. We Romulans share more than outward physical appearance with our dis- 
tant brothers, the Vulcans. Like the Vulcans, we are In possession of certain 
extra-sensory abilities. (Indeed, since we do not place so high a value on per- 
sonal mental solitude as do the Vulcans, In some Instances we are gifted wlth 
an even higher degree of esper skills than they.) And It Is the person with the 
highest degree of, and greatest control over, these always unrellable skIIls and 
powers who Is appointed Pontificus Maximus of the Romulan Star EmpIre. For as 
long as | can remember, that position has been held by Torandor. 


As though my thoughts had been steered by him, hls voice brought me back 
from the mental maze in which | had been wandering. "Lareesha," he asked, "what 
troubles you? How may | help?" 


HesItantly, | began to tell the High Priest of my mental turmoil. "Tor- 
andor, my father and the Imperator Insist | choose a mate next TrothIng Day. 
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And yet, | cannot, in good faith, produce an helr for.my father. “1 feel myself 
unworthy." His: eyes askéd"my reacon. ; 


"Torandor,. what of my actions six years ago? The first real test of my com 
command abl lity, and | failed miserably." - oy 


“ "Lareesha, what has brought that Incident so sharply to mind?" 


| paused, then hesitantly replied, "1 do not know. | have always been 
disturbed at my fallure - or at what | have percelved to be a failure. I+ was 
only :the InhIbitlon which you placed In my mind which kept me from kamshaya; 
from ritual suicide. Now once.agaln the memorfes of that time are growIng In 
Importance until! they threaten to overshadow my life. My failure sIx years ago 
seems Inextricably bound to my decislon to mate. | glve myself reasons for my 
actions, but | do not know if ‘the reasons are valid. | only know that | will 
not, | cannot mate with any ‘of those ‘who’ have sought my smiles on the Day of 
Trothing. | have tried, Tordndor, but the ‘Image of...that day aiways stands In 
my way. And now | grow frightened of the strange pattern of my thoughts late- 
ly. Am | going mad?" | went on to describe the disorientation of the images | 
had found In my mind. 


Torandor pushed a small artifact to the fore of his desk. A hkoros crys- 
tal, briliiantly oscillating and flashing ralnbow hues, hung suspended between 
two bars of gleaming metal. The High Priest flicked the crystal. almost care- 
lessly with his finger. "Lareesha, look deep within this stone. "What do you 
see?" 


| glanced casually In the direction he Indicated. Immediately, my eyes 
were caught and held by the coruscating colors of the hkoros stone. | could 
not move. | was mesmerized by the movement and the kaleldoscopic color changes 
thrown off by the crystal. So enrapt was*!, | was scarcely aware of the move- 
ment when Torandor got up from his desk. He came behind me and stood there. 
Faintly, like the delicate touch of a moon-flyer's wings, | sensed Torandor's 
fingers on my temples as he placed his hands In the age-old ritual position used 
to enhance the melding of our minds. ax 


Light though hIs touch was, It kept my gaze stralght ahead, focused on the 
pulsating hkoros.crystal.His words filtered dimly Into my consclousness. "La- 
reesha, look. .Look deeply now within the stone. See how the hkoros stone of 
life shifts with every nuance of existence. Our perceptions of events are col- 
ored by Its ralnbow hues.’ Even our moods and reactlons take on its colors - 
:fedy-green, blue, gold, grey, silver, gryj, yellow. Each turn of the crystal 

reveals: a new design -. the same colors but in different combinations.” The col- 
ors: brighten to a vibrant Intensity, or fade to a pastel wash. All: depends on 

. the; facet of the hkords stone through which we view reallty. Ard when thé hkoros 
‘“verystal revolves for a last time, the colors wil! ‘flow together to form the 
deep black of all. colors, yet no color. There Is no way to escape, for’'we' ‘are 
bound to the fate reflected in the broken Images refracted by the hkoros’ crys- 
tal's ever-shlfting heart." 


With Torandor's words In my ‘ears and the shifting colors of the hkoros 
stone beating on my eyes, | soon became oblivious to the world without.! There 
existed for me only the elusive, eternally shifting pin-polnts of variegated 
lights. On the periphery of consclousness | heard Torandor yet again. "Look, 
Lareesha, look." ; 
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The flickering lights thrown off by the hkoros stone grew stronger, bright~ 
er, until! they lanced painfully Into every part of my mind. | was belng disect~ 
ed neatly, clinically, completely. The ever-shifting lights, brighter even than 
the Romulan sun, lay bare that which had been hidden, even from self. | could 
not look away. 


The colors played across my awareness In no discernible pattern. But walt. 
lf | looked closer there, just there - was that a face? And there, another 


face? And there, was that - no! no!! 1 did not, would not see that! | would 
not see his face, not the face haunting my hidden thoughts for six long years. 
| did not see hIm. | would not see him. 1! would not. | would see only the 


colors, the shifting, lambent colors, the sparkling, scintillating lights - the 
greens, the oranges, the golds, the reds, and - - - 


Blueness 
filtering through prismatic tenses 
of eyes unseelng 
and pooled 
pooled 
with saline tears 
Mirroring only 
blueness... 
Indigo 
Carving scars that cannot heal 
In flesh burning 
and writhing 
in Its own-created 
hell 
shaded 
indigo... 
Marine 
shading 
deepest ocean floors 
to which 
haunting and mournful 
sea-malds 
sing whIspered songs 
that draw those 
who seek Death 
marine... 

| drown In blue crystal seas. 


| drown... 
! drown... | drown.as dies 


| was suddenly, palnfully brought back to full awareness. Torandor stood 
over me, concern In his eyes, hand upraised to dellver yet another hard slap 
to my face. He lowered his hand when he saw reason looking out from my eyes 
once more. "Are you returned to us then, Lareesha?" ‘ 


| flexed my hand affirmatively. Then | shook my head slightly from side 
+o side In an attempt to dispel the lingering sense of unreality. 1! quickly 
stopped, however, when a sudden sharp pain lanced through my skull. My head 
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was now throbbing unmercifully, my!eyes were burning and: had the heavy feel of 
unwept tears, my body felt as drained as though | had been at berserker ten- 
slon or on esper overload for too'long a perlod of time. ‘| ran my hands over 
my body, reassuring myself that | was there, intact. 


| looked at Torandor questloningly. If meld had been achleved, and with 
his talent there was no reason I+ would not have been, he had shared this most 
recent, most’ shattering experience. "| ; . 


"Torandor,' what - what ‘Is happening to me? If-1 just knew what was hap- 
pening, and'why', | could bear It more readily.” You have known me since the 
day of my birth. ‘| am no weakling, no coward. But’ to be at the mercy of © 
these strange thoughts which come. without warning... do you wonder that 
| refuse to obey my father's order to mate? What Is happening to me?" 


Torandor straightened, wearily flexing his’ ‘shoulders. "Lareesha, what do 
you remember of the melding we’ just experlenced?" 


"Only scattered impressions and isotated pieces of information. A mosalc 
of brightly colored lights that seemed to shift and dissolve into new patterns 
every time | tried to focus on them, flickering faces that seemed to mirror 
ralnbowed emotions. And something el'se..:" | 


| paused to marshall my thoughts, then continued, "Something even more 
strange than all that has gone before. Something vague and nebulous, seen 
only out of the corner of my mind's eye. Something that appeared to be... to 
be an entity, a presence. Something biding, walting for | know not what. But 
somehow, what | am, what | do, Is ¢ruclal for this entity's designs." 


| hesitated, then asked, "Torandor, Is It lateeya, possession? Has a 
bodyless entity decided’ to take over the housIng that Is my body? Is It try- 
Ing to drive my essence from this body with-these strange attacks of unreason 
and madness?" 


Torandor knelt by my chair. Taking one of my hands In both of his, he 
sighed heavily. "! wish It were that simple, Lareesha. A bodyless being, 
attaching Itself to you during your last space voyage - we have come across 
such entitles In the past and know the proper procedures to dispel them. No, 
It Is not Zateeya that confronts us now, but something of an Infinitely more 
cructal nature." : 


Such clrcumlocution was unlike Torandor. "Torandor, of what do you 
speak?" 


"Lareesha, dependent on the choices you will be making within the next 
three days, within the month you may be dead. Within the year, the Empire may 
be destroyed. This, also, is dependent on the cholce you make, and on the =. 
‘road you choose to follow hereinafter." i sass: 


The High’Priest's ‘words staticked meantnglessly about’my ears as my: world 
dissolved In blackness. me ie 
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CHAPTER THREE: | woke slowly, the blackness gradually lifting, the words of 
Torandor still reverberating In my ears. "Within the month 
you may be dead, within the year the Empire may be destroyed." 

Had the High Priest indeed given voice to such a prophecy of doom? Or had my 

senses been submitted to yet another hallucinatory image, this one audlal? 


| was lylng on a cushioned surface. GlIngerly raising my head, | looked 
about me. | felt some slight disorlentation, some dizziness when | moved my 
head, but no pain this time. Carefully ralsing myself on one elbow, | looked 
for Torandor. 


The High Priest was standing before the farthest wall in a position of 
deep thought. His hands weré clasped behind his back, and he rocked slowly 
back and forth on the balls of his feet while his gaze stared fixedly ahead at 
nothing. 


Something, perhaps the slight sound | made In trying to raise myself to a 
sitting position, attracted his attention and he turned. Seeing me awake, he 
crossed to the servator behInd his desk and pushed an encoded series of but-. 
tons. Almost Immediately, an answering tone sounded from the mechanism and the 
serving doors flashed open. A crystalline bottle filled with a glowing amber 
liquid stood on the formex grid along with a matched set of drinking glasses. 
Torandor took decanter. and glasses from the servator and placed them on his 
- désk.* Filling one of the glasses, he turned to bring It over to me. 


| rose to.my feet unsteadily. | was determined to face the worst. My ». 
thoughts were tinged with deepest embarrassment and chagrin. That |, warrlor 
bred, warrior trained, should have fainted Iike a pus!lanImous Omaranian, ITke 
a trembling Vendorian, was unacceptable. What must the HIgh Priest think of 
me? My disgrace would seem a growing thing. Had | forgotten what It meant to 
beRomulan in that encounter six years ago? | awalted Torandor's words of 
contempt. 


However, he came upto me with only care and concern In his eyes. 


"Lareesha," he sald gently, "here. Orink this stlyada. It will help re- 
store you to yourself, that we might talk." 


| accepted=the proferred glass In silent gratitude. Torandor stood walt- 
Ing while | slowly drank the honey-smooth liquid derived from the golden ber- 
rles of the dalaje. 


Crossing to the desk once again, Torandor now filled both glasses from 
the decanter. Turning, he passed his hands across the moired grey surface 
of the wall’ behind the desk. 


_.The seemingly solld wall disappeared, leaving behInd the faint shimmer 
of a full-strength force-field. A walled garden could be seen through the 
shimmer. WIth another wave of Torandor's hand, the force-fleld's glow also 
disappeared. . 


Picking up both glasses, Torandor turned to me. He held out my refilled 
glass. 


"Come. Let us walk In the garden," he sald. 
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| crossed over to him. .Accepting the glass a second time, | followed him 
out of the room. | had never been in this garden so surprisingly revealed, 
and was delighted to find It unexpectedly cool. despite the heat of the day. 
Moreover, It was lush and verdant even though the yearly bunticor® of vegetation 
had begun. 


Nictitating my Inner eye-lid slightly and shading my eyes further agalnst 
the glare with my free hand, | looked skyward. | was able to discern a falnt 
tell-tale glimmer of silvered-gold transparency overhead. The sun shone 
brightly through thls transparency, a rare form of chemos stone, but Its heat 
was considerabl, diminished. As a result, the garden was refreshingly cool, 
and plant growth encouraged even during the Time of the Burning Leaves. 


Torandor and | walked down a path IIned with spice-fragrant djalabe, vel- 
vet leaved kheros, and star-flowered rredanth. He led me to a satin Smoot 
expanse of green-sward beneath a small stand of tilmar. Here, the sun's bright 
light fl ltered blue-green through the overhanging canopy of large, fan-shaped 
leaves. 

A stone bench was under the largest tree. Torandor seated himself and | 
Indicated | should join him. Instead, | chose to _sitcross-legged at his feet. 


‘For a minute longer we sat there’ In°silence,! each sipping thoughtfully at 
the stlyada. As Torandor had promised, the golden’ beverage had been most ben- 
eficial. | felt less distraught, less devastated. My warrlor-heritage was 
agaln asserting Itself, and | felt more ready to accept my duiy, my destiny. 


| opened the conversation. Torandor; your words sound strangely on my 
ears. What possible explanation can there be for so sweeping a message of 
doom? And how does my death - or non-death - affect the course of the Empire?" 


Torandor's gaze held mine for a space of time In which to measure the 
unlverse.Then he sald quletly, "Lareesha, before | entered Mind Touch with you 
1 thought that the recent experiences you had described to me were a temporary 
aberration due, perhaps, to the pressures you feel yourself to be under In 
finding a sultable mate. These pressures could easily have resulted In a 
break-through of the defenses and Inhlbitlons placed around your guilt re- 
sponses six years ago. 


*. The HIgh: Priest paused, picking hls words carefully. He then contInued. 
"But, Lareesha, you are not simply going through an emotlonalicristis. What 
you sense [s the actual Impingement of cholce, of doom. ‘You wil! shortly be 
faced with the need to make a decision - and your future, and the future of 
the Empire, wlll depend upon that decision. To choose wrongly, is to risk: doom. 
Doom for self, doom for Empire." : ; f 


' | started to make a gesture of protest at Torandor's doom-saying.: ‘Had 
such a burden been placed on any one warrior before? Surely’ he spoke In terms 
of symbols! 


My protest was stIlIl-born as Torandor quietly added, "Lareesha, | have 
learned thls through shimut-sa'ada." : 


Shimut-sa'ada. The search for the hidden truth, the glft of the all- 
Seeing. A rafely Used-parapsychological measure combining elérents of clalr- 
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voyance, telepathy, empathy, precognition. :A; "seeing" over which the adept has 
no conscious control. Shimut-sa'ada appeared without the volition of the adept 
and only in times of supreme importance for our entire race, Some referred +o 

it as the granting of an oracle, some as the stirring of racial consciousness, 

others as manifestations of the group mind... 


| bowed my head in mute acceptance. Abstractedly, | fingered the glass in 


my hand. Shimut-sa'ada was inexorable. If i,acted in a certain way, my death 
was already an accomplished fact in some future universe. There was one hope. 
| had three days within which to act, to choose. | could only pray that | 


would have some sign by which to realize that | had reached the moment of 
critical decision, the moment when | must: choose life for the Empire if not 
for myself. us 


"Torandor, | listen ahd | accept. What do these strange things that have 
been happening to me mean? And how is the matter of my life or death bound 
to the life or death of the Empire?" 


The High Priest did not answer immediately. He set his glass down beside 
him. Putting his left hand beneath my chin, he raised my head. Looking at 
me intently all the while, he held his right hand out in the Vulcan manner of 
greeting, first and second fingers forming a 'V' with the third and fourth 
while the thumb is held close +o the palm. 


Hesitantly | responded with the same gesture, Our hands touched momentari- 
ly, familiarly. As though Torandor's touch had become fire, { pulled my hand 
away. This did not deter Torandor. . Stil] trapping my eyes with his own, he 
began to read the planes and contours of my face with the tips of the first 
two fingers of his right hand. i 


The delicate tracing movement awoke memories instantly. The very cells 
of my body knew such a touch. involuntarily, 1 closed my eyes... and was back 
Onboard the Berserker. |+ was six years ago, and she was the proudest flag-ship 
in the Romulan fleet - and | was an:arrogant young Commander supremely confidant 














of, my ability to handle any sitwation.., any... 


HIs dark, slender fingers winged across my brow, 
traced the upswept curve of my ear, knew the shadows 
of my cheekline, memorized the hollaw-of-tmy neck, 1° 
felt strange, oddly I\ght-headed, thoughts disjointed. 
My body memorized the path his fingers took. Each 
nerve ending caught fire from his touch. Each cell 
engulfed his memory. 


"It's hard to believe that | could be so stirred 
by the touch of an alien hand." 


(Always and never, touching and touched...) 


_ "I, too, must confess that | am moved - emotion- 
ally. | know it is illogical, -but..." 


Wanting to share this unexpectedly meaningful ex~ 
perience in every way with him, | projected my mind 
into his. He was not yet so enrapt as | in the glory 
of new sensation, but he would be, even he, the logical 
one, the Vulcan. 


"We need not question what we truly feel. Accept 
what is happening between us, even as | do." | could 
read his bewilderment, sense hls heightened response. 
Our breathing caught tempo, became matched. The tatoo 
beat of his pulse grew more pronounced, keeping time 
with my own. A small, ramembered spark of fire coursed 
‘fhrough his veins, was swept Into my bloodstream to set 
a brighter flame. We stoad on the threshold of a strange 
new voyage, but still his mind eluded my ultimate finallty. 


Before | could overcome this residual resistance, 







FoR, | was recalled to myself by a harsh buzzing noise. 
AE Breaking free of the tenuous telempathic ties 
Berea | had established, | brought my eyes into 


focus on the here-and-now once 
more. 


"Commander, 
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permlssion.to enter!" Tal's volce. 


"Not now!" | did not want to lose the glory of 
this moment. 


"rt Is urgent, Commander!" 


The Vulcan had regained emotional! control, and 
was himself again. He Indicated that | should allow 
Tal to enter. Subduing the: partialiy awakened woman 
In the soldier once more, | bade the Vulcan walt In-my ‘ 
Inner rooms until | could be free of Tal's matter of 
"urgency." ; 


| then admitted my SubCommander - and came to 
learn the bitter taste of betrayal, and defeat. 


(Parted from me. yet never parted, | await you In 
the appolInted place.) i 
"Lareesha," Torandor's voice once again brought me back to the present. 
"Why did you not allow me to work throughtthIs moment with you sIx years. ago? 
So very much of the present Is contained within the memory of that past." 


! eyed the High Priest In bewilderment. "But what - It was only a very 
brief moment, a moment:whIch did not even reach frultion. How could It have 
any meaning other than a private one? True, It adds to the gullt.J. have felt 
for the past six years. It Is, after all, possible that | subconsclously 
willed the Vulcan to'escape and was myself caught In the undertow of the cur- 
rents ralsed by that touch. But of what other Importance Is that Incldent?" 


Torandor frowned In thought. "Lareesha, we have never discussed the 
matter, but surely you are aware that your psychic abilities are remarkable 
for one not Initiated Into the rites of the Temple. Indeed, at one time | 
considered you a candidate for the priesthood, perhaps even to be my success- 
cr. That you were not chosen as a priest-candidate was for’one reason only - 
continued testing and monitoring showed your ego-strength, your sense of self, 
to be too strong, too overpowering for the priestly role. ‘fou are a born 
leader, Lareesha, not a healer, not a listener." 


| listened now, trying to find the meaning behInd Torandor's words. If 
my sense of self were Indeed that strong, whence had come the strange sensations 
| had recently experienced? The sensations which had driven me to seek Toran 
dor's help? And what had the abilJties of which’ he spoke to do with my shameful 
memorles-of a past best forgotten? 


The. High Priest continued. "Though untrained In the finer detalls of the 
Mind Touch, you have power and strength behind your use of the basic mental 
skills. You have at your disposal perhaps even more strength and power than he, 
the Vulcan, Spock. ~Unknowingly, you drew on those powers when. you chose to 
Play-act the role of seductress at the precise Interval when your needs and de- 
slres, and those of the Vulcan, could meet and meld. We are a long-IIved race, 
Lareesha, and despIte all external appearances you were only then facing Immi- 
nent adulthood. The cycle-of-Ilfe-within had almost completed Itsalf, and you 
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were on the brink of discovering.new joys and strengths, those of womanhood. 
This lent a force and credence to your play-acting you could not have fore- 
seen. ‘fou acted out the truth." 


| made a small movement of Impatience, but whether for Torandor's reciting 
of basic biological information or for. my own refusal for so long to realize 
the truth behind his words, I did not know. Torandor stIilfed me with a small, 
comforting touch to; my shoulder. 


He brushed a stray tendrl}. of -halr back’ from my eheeks He. then continued. 
"Whenever there Is an intense, emotive. telempathic exchange, ‘some small shard 
of the Other remains behind. The telemetric readings you Inadvertently took of 
Spock are unsurpassed. Based on those readings alone, |.could quite possibly 
bulld a complete personality construct of him, or even perform an engram Inplant 
from memory." = TR ee ery 


The High Priest brushed aside such possIbiIittes, though fascinating, as 
Irrelevant and went on. "The Important thing to bear In mind is that, at the 
very moment of your Impetuous Mind Touch, Spock was In a highly susceptible 
state. The facts can be reconstructed from the personality residue In your 
mind." Torandor's volce took on the slightly sIng-song quallty of one recount= 
Ing an-epic tale. = : 

"A year before your meeting with him, there had been a disastrous fallure 
of Spock's first attempt to consummate adulthood In a sexual context. “Bonding 
had been Incomplete, and she-who-was-to-be-hIs-wife resisted the decree of ‘mar- 
riage, Issuing a challenge to Spock. i ‘ 


. "She chose. Spock's captaln to play theerole of champlon - a deadly role. ' 
Battle resulted, and In the shock of thinking he had killed Captain KIrk, the 
pon farr, the drive to mate, was sublImated and seemingly lost. But It was 
there, under the surface, a factor to be dealy with." 


Torandor paused. Picking up his crystal goblet, he rose from the bench. 

He paced about. as he strove to recall the Essence of the one whom:he had touched 
so briefly In my mind. | Ilstened:as carefully as though the Information he was 
giving me was all-new to me. And, In essence, It was. | had been so torn by 
conflicting emotions after. my disastrous encounter: with the Vulcan that | had 
never srelled that Mind Touch, | had never made It a.part of: my own experience. 
Rather, | had encapsulated al! impresstons, al! feelings, all data. That moment 
of brief glory had lay dormant, undigested, undisturbed. Until now, when the 
_High Priest somehow laid great Importance to It. ; F : 


"Shortly after the unsatisfactory conctuston 6f this mating ritual, It be- 
came necessary to house the essence of Spock within the body of an Earth-woman, 
an Earth-woman who loved him. Although they did not Touch Minds, they did share 
conscfousness. Spock became aware of the realltles of: love as known to those 
not dedicated to the 'sterllity of logic.'" In spIte:of my famillarlty with 
esper abl tities, It felt. strange having my own. words quoted back to me by one 
who had not been physically present when; the words were sald. I+ gave added 
credence to the High Priest!s theory. : 


"Later In that. same eventful year, the Vulcan was accidentally transported 
to.a time millenia In; the past." Torandor: looked.over at me meaningfully. "To 
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a time before the Reforms,-before the Great Migration. He began to revert to 
the martial, barbaric nature of the Before Time - and he enjoyed It!" 


Torandor gave a short bark of laughter. Holding aloft hls glass Ina sine 
cere salute, he sald,. "What a glorious Romulan he'd be!!". He contemplated the 
thought happily for.several seconds, then continued. 


"Several other Incidents occurred throughout this year to disturb Spock's 
logical balance. We need not go into them now In detail, you can sreZZ them at 
your convenience. It is necessary only to remember that the cumulative effect 
on Spock was ove-whelming. Outwardly as calm and serene as ever, he was Inward- 
ly torn and vulnerable. Add to this the situation and the cIrcumstances under 
which you met. Vulcans can lie, but to use them for esplonage work: is to try 
them to the breaking point!" 


Torandor looked at me steadily. "And whlle he was most vulnerable, you 
entered Mind Touch with him. Remember, Lareesha, that you yourself had not yet 
reached fully functional aduithood.. However; physical maturity was Imminent. 
Indeed, your thoughts and actions were even then belng subtly colored,. swayed, 
Influenced by the slowly awakening hormonal Imbalances. In your body. Remember, 
too, that although he may deprecate the extent of his psychic abllities, Spock 
Is, In actuality, a formidable esper." 


The High Priest again seated himself, and once more set “hls glass, now emp- 
ty, on the bench next to him..- He.took my free hand In both of hls own. He. 
glanced thoughtfully down at the hand he held, then looked Into my face once 
more. "Lareesha, when you chose to enter Spock's mind with Mind Touch, you 
created a bonding situation - and bonding did occur. A bonding such as has not 
been seen since the Before Time; a bonding which, despite years and distances, 
is still In effect. A bonding so strong It may topple the Empire - or may save 
tte 


Concern was etched on Torandor's ‘face, burred Into his voice. "Now do you 
understand, Lareesha?" iy : 


| could only flex my free hand in sifent assent. It was haq to belleve 
the strange thoughts and feelings, the hablucInatory Images haunting me, were 
the result of a mere touching of the hand.:! Yet | could no longer hide ‘the:truth 
from myself. Bonding had indeed .been -eftective. My Increasingly bizarre * ° 
thoughts and imajery, my perceptual synathesia, my strange actions: all were 
understandable in the light of the Information. Torandor had: recovered from the 
hidden passages of my mind. The Vulcan was again In pon farr, and over a dis- 
tance of one thousand light years, | was belng called to him: to meet him, to 
mate him, at "the appointed place." 


| looked at Torandor questioningty. "Is thls always: the effect of bonding? 
This strange loss of seif?" 1! could not believe that rational, "logical" beings 
would accept such sensory disorientation at such a cfyejsf polnt In their lives. 


"This bonding is, indeed, unusual, Lareesha. Bonding tles are usually 
stronger than they were with his first bonds-mate, but even so, the female Is 
not normally tied to the inevitability of the pon farr drive In quite the same 
manner as the Vulcan male. The male will dle If the pon farr 1s not consumated; 
the female Is free of the death madness. But, Lareesha, you have entered the 
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pon: farr along with Spock. If the mating drive remains unconsummated, Spock 
will dle, It Is true. But you, also, wlll die." 


"| do, Indeed, have a choice, Torandor. | can die In the madness of the 
pon farr, or | can betray the Imperator and the Praetor, forget that | ama 
Romulan warrlor, and flee to the Federation. And all of this because of a hune 
ger | knew not, a disease caught unawares. If | fly the Emplre, Torandor, | 
will be alive. But at what cost? | cannot accept life at the cost of honor." 
| smiled ruefully, fronically. "He did not." 


Torandor sald simply, "Then you die." 


"Is that not as it should be? If-l'run like a sniveling traitor simply 
because | fear my own death, how can that ald the Empire? Is this not the 
choice you have foreseen for Oe _The choice which will lead to death for self 
or for the Empire?" 


"| do not know, Lareesha," Torandor answered. The cholce you must make may 
be even more difficult than to die for the Empire. What If you must choose to 
Ilve? to go to the Vulcan? What if the Empire can continue only through your 
continued existence?" 


| looked at Torandor In shock. | could not concelve of a world In which 
“service to the EmpIre could depend on fleeing to her enemy. | wanted to question 
him. Just then, however, from the hills outside town, came the sound of distant 
thunder. 


CHAPTER FOUR: Thunder sounded again, closer this time. Belatedly, | realized 
the anomaly, the meteorological Impossibility of such a sound. ‘Yet the only 
other explanation for such a sound | completely rejected. | turned to the High 
Priest perplexedly. "Torandor, what...?" 


Torandor's entire body had assumed a IIstening position. Head thrown back, 
he was scanning the arc of sky visible through the transparent dome. The sky 
was cloudless. The sun, now directly overhead, shone even more brightly than 
before. | did not Interrupt the High Priest's Intense concentration. After the 
space of many heartbeats, he turned to face me. His first words, however, were 
a surprise. They did not SEE to relate to any of the events of recent or 
present experlence. 


"Lareesha," he asked, "are you acquainted with the theorles of history de- 
veloped by Kerac Antonius and Torqual Lajus?" 


"Of course," | responded somewhat Impatiently, unable to determine the pur- 
pose behind Torandor's question. "Both historians are required reading at the 
Collegium." 


The theorles of these two historlans represented two of the major schools 
of thought pertaining to the growth and development of cultures and societies. 
‘Kerac had developed the concept of the "Star Shaker," that individual who,’ 
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through talent, birth, or circumstance, ,sweeps all before him to alter the whole 
course of history. Marcus DIlex of Romulus, Surak of Vulcan, Alexander Mace- 
donia of Terra: all were leaders who, solely by reason of thelr existence, had 
drastically changed the shape of the future. 


Torqual Laius, however, had seen the nature of change as lying within the 
fabric of soclety Itself.He felt that even the birth of leaders, of heroes, was 
due to the social evolutionary process. He developed the theory of the stantha, 
the world cycle. Some of Torqual's followers had even hypothesized the exIst- 
ence of a world mind, a group consciousness functlonIng as an over-belng to de- 
termine the course of history. Torqual theorlzed that historic events were 
Inevitable, occurring in thelr own time as determined by the cycle of history. 
According to this theory, leaders were called forth by the ka-stantha, the 
spIrit of the cycle, as they were needed. 


Academiclans argued these theorles ceaselessly. But what did such scholar- 
“ly questions have to do with my present situation? 


Torandor said only, "Lareesha, remember, Kerac and Torqual may have each ~ 
seen only one facet of the truth. A synthesis of both Ideas, both theories, 
may be a closer approximation of reality. Hlstory may Indeed be cyclic, .follow- 
Ing the dictates of the stantha. And the presence we both sensed In your mind 
may be an actualization of the ka-stantha. But this,.too, Is true - that lead- 
ers, by thelr very nature, have the option of free choice. They may choose not 
to lead. Is the cycle then broken?" 


| | was convinced that Torandor's statements, digressive though they. seemed, 
had a definite purpose. Before | could respond to hIs last question, however, 
there was another thunderous roar and the ground suddenly. swelled and buckled 
beneath us.Torandor was thrown forward, and | lunged upward from my sitting 
position in a.valn attempt to catch hIm. We both fell heavily to the ground. 
As | fell, | swept the now empty glasses. to the ground with me. One of them 
broke, and | cut myself In several places when | fell. 


Thunder sounded again, but this time | could |dentlf#y It as the roar of an 
exploding Impact missile. Ignoring my cuts, | struggled to my feet. "Torandor! 


Romulus 1s under attack. In my disbellef | stated the obvious. | held out my 
hands to the High Priest, assisting him as he struggled erect. "What could have 
happened? | heard no attack alert. | must get back to the Khatera!" | turned 


to go, eager to return. to my ship, to forget the past few hours In Immediate 
action. 


Torandor gripped my arm. "Lareesha, walt. This attack was foreseén. The 
end of Empire has begun. From this moment on, the actions you take, the. choices 
you make, will determine your future, and that of the Romulan people." 


"Torandor, | cannot stand about, welghIng every move over and over. Some- 
how, the Federates must have broken through our outer defensive shell. We are 
under attack. This Is the time for action, not for soul~ and deed-deadening 
caution." 


"} agree that action, swift action on your part, Is needed. But, Lareesha, 
to go blindly forth to do battle with an unknown, unseen enemy Is scarcely the. 
act of a tralned warrlor. ‘fou must first sound out the strengths and weaknesses 
of the enemy. As a seasoned campaigner, you know this." 
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"What Is thls talk of sounding.out the enemy? The Federation has attacked; 
now we must drive them from our domain and counter-attack." |. gave a harsh . 
laugh. "Indeed, thls enemy action may be the saving of me yet. If the Vulean 
was able to sub | [mate the pon farr drive In the throes of remorse for the sup- 
posed death of his captaln, perhaps | can burn the mating compulsion out of my- 
self In the heat of battle. There is very little that can. stand before the . 
flame of a Dalividia In a berserker rage, Torandor." 


‘Again the ground rocked under the impact of an expboding missile. ‘Too dis> 
turbed to observe proper protocol, | shook off Torandor's arm. "Excellency, 
your pardon, but | must rejoln my ship." 


Torandor gave me a mearuring look, then sketched a blessing on the alr 
between us. "So be It, " he sald. He turned to lead me back to hls offices. 
"Lareesha, attend." | followed him into the interior of the Temple once more. 


"Torandor, | regret leaving this abruptly. But | must get back to my ship. 
| cannot stand Idly by while an attack is In progress." 


"| understand, Lareesha. ‘You are, above all else, SubCommander of the Kha- 
tera." An errant memory, freed by my recent mental turmoll, returned, brought 
to consclosness by Torandor's choice of phrase... myself In disbelief asking 
"Who are you, that you can do this to me?" A fleeting look of regret, sadness, 
surely of emotion on a stolc Vulcan face, then... "| am First Officer of the 
Enterprise." Such memories were dangerous, and | ruthlessly repressed It agaln. 


| gave Torandor grateful acceptance for for hos understanding, and started 

to bow In formal leave-taking.: Saying, "One minute, Lareesha," the High Priest 
crossed over to an ornately carved tilmarla cabInet on the wall farthest from. 
the garden entry point. He opened the doors, reveallng a computerlzed safe of 
obstdiumor, the hardest materlal known to us. Torandor pressed a sequenttal 
serles of buttons on the face of the safe. The safe door automatically opened 
to the proper code. Torandor reached Into:the safe and drew out a small pouch 
made of aldaran leather. The pouch had self draw-strings, and was attached to 
a golden-chain from:which It dangled IIke an-amulet. The HIgh Priest hefted the 
pouch thoughtfully in hls right hand, then made a decisIve gesture of peculees 
ence.- "Lareesha," he held the pouch out to me, "for proveat es Ms 

: a accepted the amen from the High Priest. It was slightly heavier than 
Its s!ze would appear to warrant. | started to‘open the leathern pouch, but 
Torandor lald his hand over mine. "Do not ask me to explain, but | do not want 
you to examine the contents of this pouch at just thls minute. Honor this re- 
quest, Lareesha." : 


Obediently, | drew tight the strings of the pouch once , “more. The High Pri 
Priest and | left the office together. Hador was still on guard duty. Motion- 
Ing me to stay where | was, the High Priest went over..to the young guardsman. 

In a volce.pitched too low for my ears, Torandor gave him an order. Hador look- 
ed surprised, and gestured toward his duty station. | assumed the order In some 
way entalled his leaving hIs post. This proved correct. The High Priest rer ° 
mained firm In his order, and Hador saluted smartly and briskly moved off. 


Torandor rejoined me,.and we strode quickly down the long North WIng corri- 
dor. As we entered the huge enry hall, we could see it was now the scene of -c 


much frenetic activity. Military personnel who had been In the Temple were now 
pressing forward to rejoin thelr ships or to head for the nearest despatch cénter 
for re-routing. All were as eager as | to join the battle brought so treacher= 
ously to our home planet. 


Torandor and | left the cool dimness of the Temple. The heat and the brll- 
Ifant white glare of the summer sun at Nardath-time are phenomonal, even by our 
standards. Despite the discomfort, however, we walked hurriedly to the ornIth- 
ocopter station. My rank and Torandor's presence would assure for me the next 
avallable vehicle. 


An ornithocopter arrived just as we got to the station. | strode to the 
head of the line. Any faint grumbling that arose in spite of my rank faded when 
Torandor was noticed. Automatic relays opened the door of the air vehicl and 
lowered the landing stairs. | entered the ornithocopter, then turned to say 
good~by once more to Torandor. The High Priest bade me farewell In the formal 
manner, and traced the Pligrim's Blessing on the alr between us. He then sald, 
"Remember, Lareesha, the greatest cycle of all Is called cytherea." 


Puzzled, | started to question him about his words and his blessing. My 
question was cut off when the landing stairs were quickly drawn up and the door 
of the vehicle closed. The orn!thocopter rose nolselessly Into the air. Turn- 
Ing to viewscreen, | set the controls for the Temple and watched as Torandor 
re-entered the building. 


When he was gone from sight, | set the screen on routine forward view. 

Then | held my Identification tag up to the televiewing screen of the computer 
console. Setting Torandor's leather pouch on top of the console,! pressed my 
right hand to the scanittgg screen. Anticlpating no trouble, | recIted the co- 
ordinates for the Space Fleet Port. However, an ultralight suddenly flashed, 
and the toneless volce of the computer!zed auto-pilot recited, "Emergency over- 
ride, emergency over-ride. Code 2091: Darius. In the matter of Lareesha, Sub- 
Commander, RISC Khatera. When located, bring Immediately to the Old Palace by 
order of Tuarek, ProConsul.” 


! could not understand why the ProConsul would want to see me again, par= 
ticularly in the midst of such an emergency situation. However, there was no 
way | could countermand the orders he had glven Central Computer, so | had no 
cholce but to sit back for the short return trip to the Palace. 


At that point, the amulet | had set aside caught my eye. My curlfosity 
agaln aroused, | leaned over and picked It up from the console. | opened the 
leather pouch and spIIled Its contents Into my cupped hand. 


| unnictitated and opened my eyes wide In disbelief. There, glowing with 
Its own prismed radiance, lay the Reeshandra mhi Vardaa, the Silver Star of Var- 
daa, most prized possession of the Temple. 


Its beauty was beyond compare. The size of a folda egg, the many-faceted 
stone lay sparkling in my hand. A crystal clear jewel, It refracted light Iike 
any prism, yet seemed to multiply, to Intensify the light It treated In such a 
manner. It glinted more beautifully than Spican fire-stones, Terran diamonds, 
or kleron gems. its heart was a time-frozen flame, and the crystal was sooth- 
Ingly warm to the touch. Strangely, It exuded the faint, spicy fragrance of 
djalabe,. 
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Were thése Its only attributes, the Reeshandra would be priceless, But 
Its Infinite worth was not simply for Its beauty, great though that might be. 
The Siver Star of Vardaa was a stone of power used sInce the before tIme as 
both focus and amplifier for the priestly adepts of the Temple. The HIgh 
Priest was the guardian of the Sliver Star of Vardaa. Why had he passed the 
focus stone on to me? 


| do not know If It was the stone in my hand amplifying my pstonic 
abiiities, but as soon as | began to question Torandor's action | was aware 
of a sudden sense of forboding. | set the televlewing screen for the co- 
.ordinates of the Temple onte more. A split second of unfocused visual static, 
then the screen cleared. | could see the huge, Imposing ediface tn sharp de-.. 
tail. And even as | watched there was a sudden barrage of missiles. | quickly 
swhtched the viewing screen to an upward scan, but to no avaii. | had In- 
sufficient power to stght the attacker. | switched back to the Temple. 


The Temple, sacrosanct through al¢ the years prior to the Unification, had 
never been shielded. Since no Romufan Ceuid even conceive of such blasphemy as 
to attack ‘kt, major «shielding had never been necessary. The unprotected 
Temple would not remain standing long under this furious attack. 
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| could feel each missile hit, bore In, explode,. The Temple was destroyed 

before my eyes in a series of fiery explosions. Involuntartly, my hand clutched 
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more tightly around the stone of power. The stone grew warmer, and | was thrown 
Into sudden rapport with those trapped in the Temple. In one small part of my 
mind there was a sudden brilliance as | held in my thoughts the very essence of 
those men. | knew them Intimately. They lived for me, with me, In me. | had 
not the training , to endure such a massive overload. My mind shied away from 
the impact, and there was only the empyIness caused by the violent deaths of 
hundreds of men, an emptiness Impossible to describe to non-telepaths. An emp- 
tiness made greater by my reallzation that, even with the ald of the focus stone 
| could not sense any life emanations from the High Priest. 


Opening my hand, | put the Sllver Star back In Its feather pouch. | JI fted 
the long golden chain over my head. The pouch hung free, IIke the amulet | had 
first assumed it to be. | tucked It inside my uniform, where It lay quletly 


upon my breast. Silently, but nonetheless binding on my honor, | promised to 
serve as guardian to the Reeshadra mhI Vardaa to the best of my untutored abil- 
ity. | had been given a sacred trust, and | would fil! it until such time as 

| received an Indication that another should assume the role of Guardian. 


My thoughts had been so involved with the Silver Star, | had not even not- 
iced the passage of time. It was with some shock that | heard the voice of the 
auto-pilot announce atonal!y, "Your destination, noble passenger." 


Automatic relays functioned smoothly once more. The door slid open and 
the landing ladder telescoped to the ground. | disembarked from the orn] tho- 
copter. 


“In front of me stood the Old Palace, heart of the Romulan Star EmpIre. 
Completely engulfing the Palace and several meters of surrounding land was the 
_ golden shimmer of a full-strength force-fleld. For practical reasons, the orn- 


Ithocopter station and the sentry gates were outside the screen. | cast a look 
around... The Palace was not yet under attack, but the roar of the enemy's 
missiles'was drawing closer. | hurried across the open ground from the landing 


station to the sentry gate. 


| stepped through the gate. Immediately, | was caught and held In a stasis 
beam while automated sensors and screen!ng devices sprang to life. A slight 
tingling sensation spread throughout my entIre body. | was being analyzed from 
my skin, down to my last drop of green blood. A faint mental discomfort told me 
that a psychic probe unit was belng used. A growing warmth, felt even through 
the covering leather pouch, radfated from the stone lyfng on my breast. 


The probe had awakened its powers. As a child, | had often been entertaln- 


ed by Torandor's tales of our history and heritage. ! knew that, on the rare 
occasions when guardiansh!p of the Silver Star passed from the High Priest, the 
most complete secrecy was maintained as to its whereabouts. | assumed, there- 


fore, that the focus stone was building and maintaining a false set of memorles 
for the psychic probe - memories which would not include guardianship of itself. 


The mental and psychic probes were thorough and painstaking - as to be 
expected under battle conditions. One spy, one smuggled bomb, could wreak untold 
havoc If allowed anywhere within the Old Palace. 


The examination took a long time. With my inner senses helghtened by the 


actlvated focus stone, | sensed that four disruptors were tralned on my motion; 
less body.: | wondered If the bonding tles which had been forged beteen the Vul- 
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can and myself had, In some way, created'a situation that the psychic probe 
would read as a danger to the Empire. Even as this thought was ‘formed, | felt 
a warning touch of heat from the focus stone. Obedient to its message, | trled 
to clear-my mind. 


| sensed that, with the current emergency situation, | would not have’ easl ly 
passed th!s |nspect!on without possession of the Reeshandra. A vagrant thought 
appeared, a wonder If even the focus stone offered enough protection against * 
the sentry probes, the most powerful psychIc tools we had avallable. | quickly 
suppressed thls thought, as well as the next, wonderment as to what the Praetor 
would do if Informed that his daughter had been summarlly executed as a “danger 
to the Empire. 


As suddenly as it had begun, the mental discomfort ceased. At the same 
time, my body was released from the stasis fleld which had held it motionless. 
|. staggered slightly as muscles and bone agaln had to take up the work of fight- 
Ing gravity. A voice - sexless, disciplined - came to me over the communica- 
tions system. 


"SubCommander, you have been identifled and given Alpha Prime clearance. 
Enter, please. ‘You are to report to ProConsul Tuarek in the War Room. Follow 
attack status Prime Alpha directives. 


“Prime Alpha directives? . The situation was Indeed tense. | hurried to the 
force-field stil! blocking my way. Raising my arm, | placed my Identification 
tag directly against the screen and repeated, slowly and precisely, the coded 
sequence needed for entry. 


There was a sudden, sickening wrench as my body was riven asunder, every 
molecule shunted into its own hyper-unlverse and spread across all of space and 
time. Consciousness remained, yet awareness could not grasp the reallty of the 
situation. My silent scream echoed throughout all of existence. 


; A second more of such sensations, completely untranslatable Into understand- 
able idiom, and the |:was through the field. I+ to me a minute longer to collect 
myself. Recover{ng my mental equilibrium, | headed across the open courtyard to 
the palace. .At that very moment the battle reached me. | looked upward. The 
sight was unforgettable, as armed warheads exploded, seemingly: against nothing. 
The energy Impact travelled down the force fleld screens and was dissipated Into 
the ground... but each such dissipation drained off a bit of the screen's own 
energy. 


| had not realized Federate gunners were such precise marksmen. Indeed, 
their marksmanship was uncanny, almost dlobolically Inspired. WIth their first 
fusitlade over. the Palace they had scored a direct hit: True, thelr missiles 
had destroyed themselves. agalnst.our force-field, but vital energy had been” 
drained, and It augered II! for that time when, inevitably, the screen would 
finally fall. 


| tore:my eyes away from the flery display and ‘hastened toward the Palace. 
As | reached the mighty quarried-stone steps, the ground broke open beneath my 
feet. An impact missile, exploding on contact with the planet's surface just 
outside the force-field, had hit.a- geophysical fault In the underlying sub-strata 
and had set off a minor planetquake. | was pitched forward heavlly, and had the 
wind shaken out of me. | shook my head to dispel any lingering after-effects of 
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the fall, and started to plck myself up. 


"SubCommander, are you hurt?" A young recruit on guard duty, plasma rifle 
at ready, started down the steps toward me. | waved him back as | got unstead= 
lly to my feet. ; 


"I'm fine, Recruit. Just somewhat shaken." 


The youngster continued downward. When he reached me he shifted the rifle 
a fraction so that it subtly pointed In my direction. May | see your Identi- 
fication, SubCommander?" his order was couched as a polite request. | handed 
my Identification over, making a mental note to congratulate Tuarek on the 
combat readiness of his Palace Guard. 


With a smooth, practised, one-handed gesture the recrult accepted my Iden- 
tification and thumbed on the miniaturized communications devise attached to 
his untform collar. He called for a clear channel to Computer Central, and was 
Immediately acknowledged and connected. 


He read out my Identification co-ordinates,,then handed the tag back to me. 


From a holster attached to his tunic belt, he drew forth an omniscanner. | ad- 
mired his thoroughness, but - particularly In light of the total examination. | 
had recelved at the sentry gate - grew rather impatient. | proceeded to tell 
him so. 


The young guardsman waited for me to finish, politely replied "Yes, Sub- 
Commander," and continued his job. Yes, | would definitely congratulate the 
Praetor on his guard! The young soldier kept me under subtle cover from his 
weapon while he trained the omniscanner up and down my body. The channel to 
Computer Central was stillopen, and he ordered, "Computer, fock on." A metallic 
"Working," response and several seconds of silence. 


DurIng-this scan, the focus stone sprang to lite again. |! raised mental 
brows. My father was takIng no chances. The guardsman was equipped with an 
ultrascanner having both physical and psychic probes. 


Static, then the voice of the computer programmer came over the open com- 
munications channel. "Identification confirmed: Lareessha, SubCommander, RISC 
Khatera, When ‘ocated to report directly to the War Room by order of Tuarek, 
ProConsul and Fraetor. ' ; 


The recruit nodded as he received this Information, then returned the omnl- 
scanner to hIs belt pouch. His phaser rifle was stil! held at readiness, but 
! was no longer in his Iine of fire. Saluting sharply, he stood aside for me. 
| returned his salute and again started up the stairs. 


The enemy fire Increased in flerceness. An ominous rumbling sounded as a 
barrage of missiles was unerringly set down fn attack pattern around the fault 
already exposed. 


| heard a warning shout behind me from the recruit. Simuitaneously, the 
focus stone at my breast grew painfully hot. An unfamiliar sound, a harsh 
grating, breaking, grinding noise hurt my ears. | quickly looked upward. The 
entire face of the bullding was falling, and | stood directly in its path. 
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CHAPTER FIVE: 1% threw myself to one side, out of the path of the oncoming rock- 

slide of masonry. | twisted about. The recruit had dropped his 
‘ plasma rifle. In an attempt to get clear of the falllng rocks, 
he turned and jumped down the last few steps to the ground. He misjudged his 
distance, however, and his ankle twisted under him. He fell to-the ground 
heavily. 


| drew on my berserker heritage. Deliberately | set. in motion certain 
hormonal processes which gave me Increased powers in time of need. Drawing on 
these Inner resources, | threw myself forward In an attempt to pull him to safe- 
ty. Even with my enhanced abilities, there was not enough time. 


! received a glancing blow on the side of the head, and was swept down the 
steps by falling rubble. The young guardsman, unable to drag himself from dan- 


_ger, caught the worst of i+. Once again my mind experienced the shock, the 
emptiness. of death. 


There was nothing. could:do for. the recruit, but kis death deserved some 
‘récognition. | pulled myself erect and struggled over the fallen stone-works 
tothe spot from which! had 'heard' his dying thoughts.The recrult's body was 
completely buried. . Even with my sttil hefgtitened abilities | would be unable 
to physically clear away.the focks and rubble which hid him from sight. 


v 
Could | draw on. the Reeshandra mhi Vardaa for the power to clear the rubble 
from the recruit!s body by mental force afone? Undoubtedly | could, However, 


102. 


the levitation of Inanimate objects was not one of my psychic abilities, and 

| would therefore lose.precious time arelling the ability in order to inte- 
grate the necessary application of psychic force Into my consclousness. More- 
over, until new neural pathways could be formed to handle the power fluctuation 
required by such-an ability, each use of It would leave me dangerously weakened 
mentally and physically - if | were not completely burned out In my first at- 
tempt -to use thls .power. 


: This spot would have to serve for the 'recrult's burial. If the shlelds 
fell, and the Old Palace was razed to the ground under the incessant bombardment 
of enemy missiles, he would be only the first. 


| looked around, but the courtyard was empty. With a ful -scale enemy attack 

In progress, It might be some time before a check was made on the extent of 
quake damage. Satisfied no-one would see, | drew the pouch from Its hiding 
Place. | opened It and spilled the Stlver Star Into my hand. Kneeling, | set 
the focus stone over the spot where | sensed the dead recruit's forehead to be. 
| rose to my feet, stood quietly a moment, then sketched In the air the rit- 
ual pattern for the Final Blessing. Then, thankful that | had had a thorough 
training in orthodoxy, | recited the Prayer for a Slain Comrade-in-Arms. The 
_focus stone flared briefly. | seemed to feel, to sense, a sudden rushing by. 
For one brief moment - despIte the st!!! ongoing fury of battle - | had an 
Incredible sense of peace. 


Stooping, | picked up the Silver Star. A hole as blg as a gladya fruit 
was eaten Into the surface of the rock- where the focus stone had lain. | 
put the focus stone back. Into its pouch: and once again - not without some 
trepidation - tucked It inside my uniform. But It was no longer active, and 
again lay quletly next to my skin. ‘ ' 


| turned to enter the Palace. Dislodged masonry and fallen rubble made 
the job difficult. | had gone only a few steps from the body when | tripped... 
over a large piece of stone-work. | could see a metallic glint under a corner 
of the: fallen masonry. Putting both hands under the loosened chunk of malzam,” 
| lifted one edge and.saw the slain guards-man's plasma rifle. Breathing deeply 
and slowly, | transferred most of my still heightened physical strength to one: 


arm. | held the large masonry chunk steady wlth that arm, and drew the plasma- 
rifle out with the other.. |. then dropped the large rock back Into place. 
Hefting the rifle over my head, | turned to the buried recruit. "I thank you, 
Brother," | stated sombrely. "I shall use thls weapon with honor." | slung’ 


the rifle over my shoulder by its woven carry-strap, | turned back to the Palace 
steps.. The fallen facework was a formidable obstacle but | struggled over the 
stonework and rubble with no further untoward events. : 


! finally staggered through the mafn entranceway to the Palace. I+ was 
unguarded with the death of the recruit, and could not remain so. | went to the 
guard post just Inside the massive doors leading to the recelving Hall of the 
Palace. The computerized contro! board there was as | remembered It from a. 


demonstration Tuarek had given me two tours-of duty ago. | started to contact 
Computer Central, then hesitated. At this stage In our defense measures, wasn't 
a posted guard a superfluous show? | started to turn. from the computer console, , 


but realized in time that, even under these circumstances, the continuity of the 
guard tradition had to be maintained - for morale, If for no other reason. 
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I turned back to ‘the guard post terminal and pressed the button sequence 
that would tie me Into Personnel Deployment. | tersely informed them of the 
situation. Under the emergency powers granted me by Alpha Prime directives, | 
ordered a replacement sent to the guard post. | set the guard-post board on 
automatic pending the arrival of a newly detalled guardsman. | saw no need to 
walt to see If my orders were carried out; discipline ordalned they would be 


| had delayed too long. Tuarek, who did not look kindly on excuses In 
I}eu of action, had ordered me to report to him In the War Room immediately! 
| set out for the subterranean levels of the Paliace. ' 


| hurried down a long, narrow passageway. | came to a mechanical JIft and 
hesitated. Did my need for hasté outwelgh the risk of belng trapped If the 
power falled? It did not. | tgnored the I1ft and took the first flight of 


stairs | came to. 


The Reeshandra began to emit a steady warmth,' and | felt a sudden Increase 
of anxiety. | quickened my pace. The drone of enemy fire continued. 


The Palace was shaken by another exploding missile. The deflector screens 
could not take much more. -'Thls unrelenting, direct bombardment was causing a 
steady weakening of power. -At each impact the IIghts grew dimmer as more power 
was channeled to the screens. | couldn't last. All too soon the screens would 
be down. x 


The next explosion was uncomfortably close. | was knocked off my feet and 
fell, slipping and sliding,,down half a flight of stairs. 1 quickly got to my 
feet and checked for damagés. | was bleeding from more than a dozen minor cuts, 
my ankle had: been twisted when | fell, and my uniform was beyond repair. More- 
over, the difficulty | was having In focusing my eyes suggested | might have 
been more serlousty Injured by’ that chunk of masonry than | had thought. | 
could still function, however, and the plasma, rifle | had recovered was operi 
able, so | pressed Tape Gek 


The nolse of battle could be axe hy heard even as | penetrated more deep- 
ly Into the protected depths of thé Old’ Palace. Through the high-pitched drone 
of the enemy barrage my trained ears: could make out the duj} throbbIng of our 
anti-missIte banks and air attack defenses. But the enemy flre’ was deadly and 
incessant. Too Incessant. |! could hear no break In the rhythm of attack. 

Where were our own ships? “Why were the warshIps presently on assigned duty In 
thls quadrant not even now engaging the enemy? 


The tights flickered again, “dimmed slightly, then regalned thelr prior 
level. | barely gave them a second’ glance as | pressed on. |! reached the level 
! wanted and turned off onto a long passageway. Almost immediately | was In 
front of the Huge War Room door. Since thls had been volce-coded for me, | gave 
name, rank, and Identification co-ordinates In the proper order. The door did 
not open. Computer Central must have been damaged since my last contact with 
them. | could only hope not so severely as to destroy all our hope of answering 
the enemy's attack. 


UnslIngIng the plasma rifle from my shoulder, | almed point-blank at the door 
and fired. The plasma bolt destroyed the molecular structure of the door, 
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enabling me to batter a hole through It with the butt of my. weapon. 


| stepped through. The War’ Room was deserted save for Tuarek. The Pro- 
Consul was standing over a three-dimensional,: color-coded model of: the city and 
its environ set up on.a large table In the middle of the room. The auxitlary 
computer hook-up which powered the War Room Instrumentation was obviously stIll 
functioning. - The many consoles throughout the room were operating perfectly, 
lights: flashing, Incoming data being recorded, temporary. plans of attack belng 
prepared for the Praetor. 


| joined Tuarek at the war-map. - | could read jn ,its color coded flashes o 
of light the death of this great city, | followed the gridded IInes to where t 
the Temple should be. The pin-point of IIight which had shown Its existence was 
a blackened crystal now. The Council! Chamber, the Forum, the Senate: all were 
- dul! brown embers on the rim-edge of final destruction. One more direct hit and 
they would be destroyed, leaving dull, black embers on the simIlicron board. 


The Plains of Ishmahun, outside the city limits,-were now a solid fleld of 
black. .The military complex, the Collegium - destroyed in the very first at= - 
tack. Throughout the city, the pin-points of ftIght-representing sites of strat- 
egic or symbolic Importance were also showing the effects of bombardment, rang~ 
ing from a clear white glow to yellow, amber, brown, and black. 


| looked up from the similicron board. The PrConsul's eyes met mine. 
"Such total destruction... Father, how Is thls possible?" 


The ProConsul did not respond to me Immediately. He swayed, steadyIng hIm- 
self by holding onto the table with his left hand. His right hand, around which 
he had wrapped his stole, was held..tightly to his body. | feared he was serr 
lously injured and started forward. HIs voice, grown harsh with exertion, stop- 
ped me. "The viewer. Check..fleet status." & 


| turned to the huge vilew-screen behind me. Setting my riflé-on a near- . 
by computer cabinet, | bent over the console board of a War Computer outlet. 
| pressed the Security coded digital series which would bring us a televised 
print-out of the present condition of every ship In the Romulan fleet. | stood 
ImmobolIzed In shock as ship after ship was IIsted "destroyed." 


| forced myself to move. | faced Tuarek, my eyes reflecting the horror of 
our losses. "Tuarek, the fleet Is declmated. Three-fourths of our forces have 
been destroyed and another-eighteen percent are so critically damaged they are 
out of service." + paused, rechecked the figures. There was no mistake. 


, “NEnemy' tire alone could not have caused such havoc. What... ?" A sudden 
thought, painful. In Its Implications, sent me whirling back to the viewscreen. 
| recalibrated for additional information. A slight humming sound, a hundred 
flashIng lights, were proof the War Computer was still operable. Almost, though, 
| doubted the validity of the Information | had recelved. Such total destruc- 
tion! How was It possible? An alerting noise sounded, and the new Information 
I'd requested appeared on the screen. 


..| deciphered the symbols on the screen. The answers | had been hoping for 
were not there. Indeed, the mystery grew. "ProConsul, every ship of the D-6 
Battle Cruiser class has been destroyed:. but through self-destruction, and not 


by enemy fire. How could such a disaster possibly occur? A new form of space 
madness?" “| paused as additional statistics appeared on the screen,. then relay- 
ed the new data to: Tuarek. ; : aati 


“The self-destruct signal appears to have been automatic and mechanical. 
In each Instance there was a sudden computer order for total destructlon-- no 
warning, no precip|tating cause. in some cases the destruct order came even as 
the ship's SubCommander was In contact with Computer Central on other matters. 
Tal, the Berserker, they were taken completely unawares." 


My fingers flew over the. console.; The Computer retrteved from its vast r 
memory banks the information | had requested. Tal's Image filled the screen. 
He spoke with an unseen operative assigned to Computer Central Headquarters. 
Their. conversation was unimportant, routine. Behind Tal | saw the famitlar . 
details of the bridge of the Berserker. Suddenly. there was a loud explosion, a 
blinding flash of Ilght. Tal was thrown forward. The panel board caught fire, 
and the engineering console was'torn from Its moorings. Another exploslon rock- 
ed the bridge. The klaxon call of Full Alert Status sounded jarringly. Another 
explosion, then the screen. was::blank. 


| grieved for the Berserker. She was a proud shlp,'and so treacherous an 
death was a poor end for her. | grieved also for Tal, for he was a brave warrior 
who deserved to know the face of his killer, and the reason for his death. 


| fed Into the computer the programming for a connexion with the Khatera. 
A "Bird of Prey,” she has escaped the mass destruction of our fleet. 1! had left 
her In standard orbit around the Inner satellite, my’ First-In-Command on the 
bridge. Knowing my First Centurlon, | did not think the Khatera was avolding 
the conflict,°:and |’ needed some first hand Information to substantlate, or hope- 
fully to refute, the almost unthinkable conclusion: |! had reached about the 
present enemy attack. 


The lined face of Centurlon First Julla Adona fifled the vlewscreen. 

"SubCommander! We thought you were dead! With the destruction of the 'ew 
fleet! more than half of the ranking officers In the force have been slain. And 
many of those who were not killed there dled on the Plains of Ishmahun when the 
Military Complex and the Collegium were leveled." Julia 's Image faded sudden- 
ly, and | frantically pushed buttons and levers In an attempt to restore the 
view of the Khatera's bridge to the screen. Julla reappeared, looking shaken. 
| could see some debris behind her. 


"Julfa. are you under attack?" 


"SubCommander, we've just’ been. fired on by two Romulan Warbirds. Has the 
unlverse gone mad?" pty: ‘ 


! had bee prepared for Juulia's words as the only logical conclusion to 
the entire chain of events. "Mad? No, Julla. Madness Isn't necessary when 


there are traitors and malcontents around. | just hadn't realized how dangerous 
they were." | was consclous of a growing desire to see the renegades who. were 
attacking my ship. -"Cénturfon, can you IInkeme’ through:to the lead attacking 
ship?" ‘ saber aa 
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"| don't know, SubCommander. They've been keepIng a tight beam on all 
frequencies." Julla turned from the screen and addressed someone out of my 
IIne of sight. "SubEngineer, can you feed me enough power to cut through to 
the bridge of that renegade ship?" 


There was no verbal response from the SubEngIneer, but Julla's face 
disappeared. There was a moment's disturbance on the view-screen as [Ines . 
of force drew abstract patterns on the recording lens. A somewhat blurred, 
out-of-focus picture gradually replaced the abstract, geometric patterns. 


Imperfect though the picture was, it was quite obvious that | was !ooking 
at the bridge of a Romulan "Bird of Prey" class crulser. And {t+ was just as 
obvious that the unsuspected assault which was almost destroying us was Indeed 
belng mounted by renegade Romulans and not, as | had never stopped hoping, by 
allens who had somehow managed to capture a crulser. 


A Centurion Third was issulng orders to the renegades. HIs back was to me, 
so | couldn't determine his features. However, there was something annoyingly 
familar about the cant of his head, the hunch of his shoulders. 


The communications link with the rebel ship was reclprocal. One of the 
crewmen standing near the Centurlon Third suddenly started, and gestured ©x- 
cltedly In the direction of the view screen. The traitorous Centurion Third 
turned slowly to face the screens. 


BehInd me, | could hear a gasp from the Praetor as the renegade leader's 
face was revealed. Despite the faulty transmission, the Imperfectly focused 
picture, there could be no mistake. | knew that face almost as | knew my own. 
| could not be surprised at the IdentIty of the false leader whose visage now 
filled the screen, arrogance and a lust for power clearly written thereon. 


| named the traltor. “Melkor. Cousin." 


CHAPTER SIX: My cousin, son of father's father's brother, strode across 
the bridge of the ship he had commandeered. He stood before 
the view screen, head thrown back, arms akimbo, wolf smIle on 

his face as he recognized me. 


"§o, Iittle cousin," he greeted me,"you managed to escape the destruction 
at Ish mahun? No matter. The palace will be next to go. The Dalividia IIne 
will pass to me, today." His eyes narrowed as he brought up a subject | had 
almost forgotten. "You shold not have been so quick to reject my sult, Laree- 
sha. We could have shared my power in the new Empire." 


| looked scornfully back at him. "{ could not be so careless of name and 
honor, as to consider wedding one such as thee." Dellberately, | used the per- 
jorative familiar in addressing.him. | walted the space of a heartbeat to be 
sure he understood my Insult, then added, In a volce as Insultingly rude as 
possible, "Traitor!" 


HIs was a handsome face, a 
strong face,unti!l suffused as now 
by anger. My words had struck pet 
home, and he felt a need to respond 
to them. | Ignored his words, wrapt 
In my own thoughts: Melxor had, In a 
single actlon,destroyed the honor of a 
thousand generations. Had | ever serfously 
offered thi's commoner to the ProConsul In my 
place for perpetuation of the Dallvidla? My 
father had treated my suggestion with the contempt 
it deserved. 









|' viewed the Image on the vlewscreen Jn mount- 
Ing disgust. To think that one of my blood had plotted 
for the destruction and overthrow of the Empire! | hast- 
Ily switched back to the bridge of the Khatera. As soon 
as Julla Adona appeared | asked, "Centurion, what Is your 
status?" 


My Filrst-In-Command answered honestly. "Poor, SubCommander. 
’ Our deflector shields are steadily losing power. Two banks of 
plasma weapons have been put out of commission, and: If we make full 

use of the remalning bank, deflector power will be even more dangerous- 
ly lessened." 


"And engine power?" 


"We have both sublight and hyperspace power avallable, SubCommander.), 
UttlIzing either, however, willl cause a further draln on the shlelds." 


| switched to the Old Tongue, a dialect going back to the days before the 
Great Migration. The use of thls now obsolete ritualistic language | had inher- 
Ited as Daughter's Daughter and helress to my mother, who was of NeRoyal blood 
in her own right. Julla Adona was Daughter's Daughter also, though of the less- 
er nobility. She would understand my words. Melkor, If he should succeed In 
cutting Into ‘th. channel we were on, would not. 


"What ships are attacking you?" 
"Registry marks show them to be the Wawg Ylen and the Mederon." 


| flexed my hand In sllent assent to a hastily formulated plan. Both the 
Mederon and the Nawg Ylen were vessels of the light crulser "Bird-of-Prey" class 


and:were staffed entIrely by Romulans. In all probabllity, sInce they were 
dealing with fellow Romulans at the moment (although what loyal Romulan would 
admit fellowship with such as these?), ‘thelr translator would be off. Ifa 


chance for vengeance were to be mine, | might yet be able to give Instructions 
to Julta Adona before anyone on the attacking ships, If they were listentng, 
would think of switching on a translator. And, since neither the Mederon nor 
the Nawg Ylen ‘carried a Daughter's Daughter aboard as a crew-member, | iHeY 
might succeed In working out a hurried plan with Julfa Adona. 


"Julia, Is the cloaking device still operable?" 
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"Yes, SubCommander ."' 


"Good. Nelther the Nawg Ylen nor the Mederon have been equlpped as yet 
with our new detectors. WIth the cloakIng device on, you should be safe from 
discovery. Time your move carefully. At the next hIt, let the shleld power 
falter, as though even more dangerously low than It Is. When a second barrage 
Is almed at you, cut shleld power and Immediately activate the cloakIng device. 
Time yourself very carefully. Feed any power left Into the engines. Go for- 
ward, between the two shIps, at full sub-light speed. Onc* past the attackers, 
cut out at arc 3, vector 7. Put the planet between you and the attackIng force. 
Establish an orbit, and cut all engine power. 


"We may be able to convince the Mederon and the Nawg Ylen that they've 
scored a dlrect hit on the Khatera and destroyed her. WIth any luck, you'll 
escape detection by any of the other ships In the renegade fleet. Walt word 
from me, and avold contact with all other vessels. If | do not contact you In 
flve hours, take full command of the Khatera. Do you understand completely?" 


"Yes, SubCommander." 


StayIng In contact with the Khatera would only prolong the dangers of 


message Interception and the possibilities of translator use. | therefore 
sald only "Out, Centurton,' when Julla Indicated her understanding of my des+ 
perate plan. If the plan had any chance of success, Julla would carry It out. 


| deactivated the vlew-screen. Turning to the ProConsul, | briefly 
explalned the steps | had just taken. 


The ProConsul flexed assent. "At thls polnt, that may be thelr only 


chance, slim though It Is. A thoughtful look came over hls face, and he 
paused consIderingly. Then he continued, but began to discuss a seemingly 
divergent topic. “1! had almost forgotten that you are of NeRoyal rank as your 


mother's helr. All begIns to coalesce." 


| looked at hIm questloning!y, unsure of how to Interpret his words. 
He offered no explanation. Seelng my bewllderment, he sald only, "I shall 
explain my words shortly, Lareesha. In the meantime, should we not see If we 
can do anything else to harry the enemy and delay hls triumph?" 


The ProConsul faltered on the last word, and a spasm of paln crossed 
his face. He Immediately recovered, however, and waved me back to the view- 
screen before | could go to hls ald. | could sense that he was dangerously 
weakened, perhaps dylIng. Nothing else would account for hls break In self- 
control. But discipline, military and famillal, held me back from him. He 
would not thank my efforts should | force myself on him. 


The ProConsu! turned to the banks of machInary, computers and such, 
which covered the entire wall behind him. Despite the Increasing yellow cast to 
his skIn, the obvious deterloration of his condition, he bent over one of the 
War Computer's consoles, fingers still flying rapidly as he fed In and extracted 
vital Informatton. 


| could do nothing for him, he would not accept It. In obedience to 
hIs wlshes | turned back to the televiewer. Perhaps | could provide a dis- 
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traction which Julia Adona could use to advantage. 


Once again | was able to feed into the bridge of the Mederon. Melkor 
was bendIng over the scanner, Intently following the action reflected there. 


"Cousin," | spoke to draw his attention. 


The traitor who shared tiy blood looked over to the Mederon's vlew- 
screen. "Cousin," he returned my greeting, "we have your Khkatera trapped In 


é cross-fire. Do you care to watcn her death throes?" WIth mock graciousness 
he offered to tle my visual contact directly Into his own outer scre-as. 


"Do not be so swift to count victory thine, cousin.” | continued to 
address him in the perjorative familiar. "Success In battle depends on skill, 
on bravery, on Intelligent planning. Thou lackest these qualities. How, 
then, canst defeat Julla Adona? Ste is the most experienced Centurlon First 
in the fleet, whIlle thou..." 


Deliberately, | allowed my voice to die, contempt acid-etched into 
every syllable. | could see him growing steadily angrier as | denigrated his 
ability and skill. 


"Experience? Ha! Look how she... how you... how aZZ of you, even 
your so-worshipped Praetor and his forces were caught unaware. OF what use 
experlence now?" 


"Against traitors, betrayers of family and honor, of no use, perhaps. 
But were this battle not enjoined so treacherously - had honest warfare and 
not sabotage been the metler of battle, thou wouldst be imprisoned now - or 
dead. Traitor." 


Visibly, Melkor fought to bring his emotions under control once more. 
Jo my surprise, he succeeded. He stared up at his viewing screen, a look 
almost of regret In his eyes, 





"You never even tried to understand, did you, cousin? Remember that 
I am Dalividia, also, Grant me my own honor, even though it may not be yours. 
But | ask too much, Neither you nor Tuarek has ever seen fit to grant me 
recognition." He paused, and the eyes of the image on my view screen met and 
held mine. "Lareesha, have you still not forgiven me for being alive while 
Haroc is dead?" 


| threw up a hand to ward off his last comment, and concentrated my 
eneray on refuting the first part of his statement. "Honor? Say dishonor, 
rather, Melkor. The Dalividia serve the Empire, that is the meaning of their 
honor. ‘You are traitor now to that name." 


Melkor's left hand slashed out in a quick, cutting stab of negation. 
"Traitor? No, it is you who is the traitor, Lareesha. ‘You, the Praetor, the 


Imperator, and all others too cowardly to carry battle to the Federation. If 
| must traffic with the Klingons for the power | need to restore glory to the 
Empire, then | shall do so, It is I who give honor to the Empire, cousin, 
not you," 


One of the crewmen stationed at the scanning panel called excitedly 
to Melkor "Leader, the Wawg Ylen has scored a direct hit! The Khatera's 
shields are down, One more such strike should mark her end, Shall we take 
the honor of the kill?" 


Melkor kept his eyes locked with mine, He raised one brow and made a 


rueful grimace, "Your command ends here, Lareesha, | know you won't believe 
me, but | do regret the necessity." He glanced over his shoulder to the crew- 
man who had just spoken, "Fire!" 


There was a pause while the Mederon's gunners complied with his or- 
ders. Out of view of the Mederon's screens | switched on a supplementary scan- 
ner, The two blips representing the Mederon and the Nawg Ylen registered quite 
clearly; the blip which stood for the Khatera pulsated weakly, Was this ap- 
parent weakness Julia Adona deliberately lowering her screen? Or was the Kha- 





tera truly suffering from maximal screen damage? 


A crewman stationed at the Mederon's scanner crled out at that moment, "Lead- 
er, a direct hit! Our Instruments show only debris ahead!" 


| was momentarlly stunned. Debris? Had the Mederon Indeed scored a direct 
hit on the Khatera? | risked IInking my supplementary scanner through ‘to our new 
tracking system, the one capable of tracking a ship even with the cloakIng device 
engaged. 


The Khatera was stiti Intact. Even as | watched, Julla Adona put Into actlon 
the escape plan | had glven her. Where then, the debris belng tracked by the 
Mederon's screens? Of course! Julla had added to my orlgInal plan. She was 
attempting to lull the enemy with a phony trall of space debris, supposed evI- 
dence of a successful hIt. | closed my mind to memorles of official papers doc- 
umenting a time when such a plan had falled In Its purpose. The only question 
was If It would work thie time? 


My glance flew back to the main view-screen. Melkor had turned his attention 
to the gunnery station, and had falled to note my Interest In my scanning equIp- 
ment. Now he turned back to face me once agaln. 


| had expected gloating triumph, cruel exultation to be visible on his face. 
Instead, hls expression was almost sorrowful as, with gentle Irony he sald, "You 
wlll forgive me If | leave your company, cousIn? The battle walts." 


Melkor cut transmission. | stared unseelngly at the screen, scarcely daring 
to belleve that the Khatera safe. Co-ordInated random fire from the Mederon and 
the Nawg Ylen might still cripple or destroy my shIp. A simple computer readout 
on the kind of debris or the mass thereto, and Melkor might yet deduce my plan. 
| forced my attention back to the scanner. Even as the Khatera withdrew from 
danger, the Nawg Ylen and the Mederon closed ranks and assumed a new attack pos- 
Itlon over Old City. 


| switched off my televlewer and scanner. | started to turn to the ProCon-.. 
sul, but a noise at the entry door caught my attention. Quickly plckIng up the 
plasma rlfle | had set down earller, | held It at the ready. Through the hole 
| had battered In the door stepped Hador, Torandor's young guardsman. 


The Centurion Fifth glanced once around the War Room, eyes quickly taking In 
all details. Having satisfied hImself on some point, he turned and beckoned to 
someone else to enter. Hrril Secondus, younger son of the Imperator, stepped 
through the battered door In hls turn.The young Prince followlng, Hador present- 
ed himself to the ProConsul. 


"My Lord," he saluted precisely, "The High Priest... the former High Priest 
Torandor gave me special orders before hls... his death In an unprecedented en- 
emy attack." As | Ilstened to Hador, some of the bitterness and doubt left by 
my encounter with Melkor was dissapated. The best of Romulan youth were still 
falthful, still obedlent. I+ was Melkor's personal weakness that he read cow- 
ardice and fallure Into the actlons of Tuarek and the Empire. Hador, on the 
other hand, had quite obviously been affected by the death of the HIgh Priest 
and by the sudden treachery of our 'kin' and our ailles. Nevertheless, he would 
continue to serve whIle yet he could. A true son of Romulus, and one | would 
have been proud to have had In my command! 
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Hador continued. "! was Instructed to withdraw the Prince Secondus from 
his school and report with hIm to you. | was told you'd have further Instruc- 
tions for me, my Lord." : 


Tuarek flexed assent. He motioned to the Prince, who obediently stood In 
front of him. Still keeping his right hand pressed agalnst hIs side, the Pro- 
Consul laid his left hand on the right shoulder of the youngster. 


"Imperial Crown Prince Harroll - =" | started In disbellef at Tuarek's 
opening words. The change of name and title were significant. Hrril Secondus 
was no moré. The elght-year-old standing before my father was belng called on 
to assume the role of an adult warrior, and Imperator-desIgnate of the Empire. 


Hador stepped to my side. | could sense the tenseness emanating from him. 
‘Looking ‘over to him, | could see by the shocked expression on his face that he 
had reached the same conclusion as |. | looked back to my father and the 


young - so very young Crown Prince. 


. Tuarek continued speaking. "My Ilege. It Is my unfortunate duty to advise 

you of the deaths of your father, the Imperator -Trajex of the Romulan Star’ 
Empire, and your brother, Hadrian Primus, Crown Prince of the Empire. Are you 
ready, my fostering, to assume the responsibilities, the burdens, Inherent In 
the title Imperator-designate and Crown Prince of the Romulan Star Emp|re?" 


Harroll gave silent assent, and Tuarek continued. "And are you willing to a 
accept as regent someone of my choice, knowing that | will place always consid- 
erations of state above personal preference?" 


The new Crown Prince's voice, when he answered Tuarek, was strong and mea- 
sured despite his youth. "My lord Tuarek, In accordance with our tradItions, 
| have been the foster-son of your house since my birth. No fostering could ask 
for a more worthy foster-father, no ruler for a more worthy First Noble. | have 
not been trained to rule. Gulde me now." 


Tuarek looked steadily at the Crown Prince. "My liege, | promise you. Nel- 
ther you nor the Empire shall have reason to regret your trust. Go now with 
Hador. | will send you one In whom you may trust as you trust In me." 


Turning to Hador, the ProConsul ordered, "Centurion, take the Crown Prince 
to the maln landing pod. The Praetorian torchshIip Winja Gat will be within 
transport range In thirty to forty-five minutes. Be prepared to board her with 
the Crown Prince. ‘And Centurion," this-as Hador turned to comply with his or= 
ders, "you are to consider yourself a member of the Praetorian Guard, charged so 
solely with the protection of the Crown Prince,'from thls time on." 


A proud tight In hls eyes at this unexpected honor, Hador bowed In formal 
leave-taking, The young Prince whose life he now guarded then bade farewell to 
the First Noble of his Empire, the foster-father whovhad cared for him from 
birth. The young Prince bore up well under this final farewell. despite his 
age, he did not glve In to emotion. He walked steadI'ly to the door and waved 
Hador through before stepping through himself. On the other side he turned 
once, saluted my father and myself, then left to carry out his Praetor's last 
Instructions. 


The ProConsul turned to me. Fumblingly, he freed hls right hand from his 
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stole.’ With his left hand he kept the stole pressed to his slde. His right 
hand he held up tome. | lald the rifle aside, and held up my own-right hand. 
Palm to palm | met the ProConsul In our established tradition. 


/fDaughter, I die.// 


The essence | held In my mind, the gleam of him, the splendor, ‘the hidden 
depths and sudden brilliant flashes (a leashed naldjar in feline glory, wisdom 
and honor as of the Old Ones, an undertone of forest coolness, of brooding 
» oceans such as thts desert world has never known) were Indeed fading. Maln- 
talning contact, | looked back steadily at he who had given me life. 


"Can you draw on my strength?" 


"It Is beyond that. Not even that which you carry can effectively restore 
me. You must assume your role as heir." 


| started as he made oblique reference to the Reeshandra mhi Vardaa. “How 
do you know of that?" Surely Torandoir had not had time before his death to -' 
alert my father to the priceless heritage | now carried! Deep though my respect 
for Tuarek had always been, | began to realize he was more than even I had known. 


"Does it matter how | know of ‘the Silver Star? (the taste of wryness) Let 
us say that dying enhances certain powers. And | do die, my Lareesha. Are you 
ready to take up the burden you must ‘carry?" 


The Reeshandra, which had remained quiet In spite of my father's allusion 
to Itself, now grew warm. The moment of which Torandor had spoken had at last 
arrived. The moment of cholce, when | must choose death or IIfe - for self 
and for Empire. 


eR CS AR ee I ee ae eee ree aR aoe, 


CHAPTER SEVEN: "What choice have |, my father? So long as | draw breath, my 
actions must be for the honor of Romulus. Zsatimat has suffer- 
ed enough through the actions of one bearIng our name. | shall 

nelther add to our disgrace, nor Increase Tsatmat's pain." 


My father gave assent to my words. (a sense of purpose, pride in his daugh~ 
ter, determination; an under-image of surging, roaring, white-water rapids) 
STIL] maintaining the physical contact of our telempathic bond, hls eyes still 
on mine, Tuarek ordered "Computer on." 


"Recording." 


"|,.Tuarek, ProConsul, Praetor of the Armed Forces, Quaestor of the People, 
do hereby. enter the following namlng ceremony into the Central Records Bank of 


the main computer at Computer Central Headquarters. | lock thls statement Into 
the computers main memory banks by specified volce code.. No future orders, re- 
gardless of thelr origin, may override the statements | make now. | declare 


this naming ceremony to have full effect of the law, by the powers vested In me 
as ProConsul, Praetor, Quaestor. Code: Mardith, Zerban, 3498." 
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"Pdenti fication and code confirmed. Attention: contact with Computer 
Central lost. This recording has priority status for transfer at the earllest 
opportunity. Recording." 


Tuarek showed no surprise that contact with’Computer Central had been lost. 
But the need, the pride, the over-whelming sense of urgency emanating from him 
grew stronger, 


“Lareesha of the Dalividia, blood of my blood, sired of my body, borne by 
and to L'Ranya, Daughter of the NeRoyal House of Landarr, | name you helr. Do 
you accept here and now the duties and the responsibilities attached to the 
title Dalividia of the Dalividia?" 


") accept." 


Palm to palm, Tuanek maintained mind-contact with me. Momentarily, he took 
his left hand away from his side. As thls was:finally exposed, | could see why 
he had been kesping his stole pressed “Ight to. his slide, why, he had been growing 
steadily weaker. A. massive wound, green blood oozing heavily, exposed vital or- 
gans dyIng. Horrified, | started to expostulate with my father, hoping to get’ 
him to. some form of treatment. 


"It is too late, daughter, | cannot spare the time. needs are but trans- 
Itory compared to what | must do here, (Urgency remained, goined now by a fterce 
willeto-life, a refusal to die with tasks yet incomplete; a fteree fire burning 
steadily despite a spreading air of cold dankness; and on the periphery of ex- 
pertence, a repitition of that boding watchfulness first sensed with Torandor) 


Witu his freed left hand, Tuarek had been fumbling In the leather pouch he 
wore attached to his sword belt, He drew from it a small gold object, 


"Daughter, receiye from me the signet ring-of the Dalividia, symbol of ovr 
- mame, | name you Lareesha, Dalividia of the Dalividia, Lady of the high Meracol, 
Shateth of the Randalar, Neodar of the Tridon, Garda of the Compul, The. duties 
and the responsibil littes of these titles, along with thelr lands, rights, and 
privileges, are assigned to you and your designate heirs unto perpetuity, May 
the name of the Daliyidia be honored and enhanced by your actions." 


AAS. 


| responded with the ritual answer. "So shall |, Lareesha. and so shall 
my heirs designate, endeavor always and forever to bring honor and glory to the 
the name of the Dalividia." | closed my left hand over the ring my father had 
placed on the middle finger of that hand. 


Thinking the naming ceremony over, | started to break contact with my 
father. However, Tuarek Indicated he wished to maintain our telempathic bond. 
Before | could question him, the ProConsul continued. "Lareesha, Dalividia of 
the Dalividia. | name you Praetor-designate, Commander of the Romulan fleet. 
| name you Commander of the Praetorian Guard. Do you accept the duties and 
the responsibilities Inherent in the title Praetor of the Romulan Imperial 
Command?" 


To be Praetor of the Romulan Star Empire as were father, and father's 
father before him! To be resonsible for the honor and safety of the entire 
Empire! To have the power to wage war, or to make peace! Could such honor 
indeed be mine? My sense of proportion returned after a brief, giddy look 
Into glory. 


"Father! My Lord! | cannot accept. Surely there are others..." 


My father interrupted my protestations. "Of the few ranking officers 
remaining. loyal to the Empire, and alive after this debacle, you alone will 
be able to bring Romulus back to true life and glory. Lareesha, believe me. 
! would spare my daughter the onerous duties of this title, but as Praetor 
| cannot so spare my most qualified officer. (desperation and détermination 
strengthened yet more) Do you accept?" 


Wee beaccepis." 


Tuarek closed hIs eyes and | could feel some of the tension sift out of 
his body. The sense of urgency remained, but with It was now a growing hope 
that that some plan whose fruition he alone foresaw might Indeed come to pass. 
Slowly, one-handedly, he unpinned the Imperial Crux from his chest. Just as 
deliberately, he pInned the order to the front of my uniform, reciting the 
while, "Lady Lareesha, Dalividia of the Dalividia, recelve from me the Imper- 
lal Crux, Order of Merit, symbol of the office of Praetor. Lady Lareesha, 
Dalividia of the Dallvidia, Praetor-designate of the Romulan forces, supreme 
Commander of the Romulan fleet, do you vow your life, even unto death, for 
the honor of Romulus?" 


"I so vow." 


(a flash of triumph, a glimpse of his as yet unrecognizable plan) Then 
Tuarek's volce was saying, "Hear me, Lareesha, Dalividia of the Dalividia, heir 
of the NeRoyal family of Landarr. One last duty | give you now. | name you 
the Lady Lareesha, Regent of Romulus, and place In your care the well-being 
and the I!fe of Harrol!, Crown Prince and Imperator-designate of the Romulan 
Star Empire. | place this geas upon you, that you will preserve the /ife of 
the Imperator-designate, and through him, the Empire. Do you accept thls 
geas?" 


| hesttated. This geas, were | to accept It, would become the prime mo— 
tivating Influence of my life. All other considerations - even the need to 
avenge family honor - would come second. Melkor had betrayed the EmpIre and 
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the Dalividia. As Regent, geas-ridden to protect the life of the Imperator- 
designate, my need to.avenge the Dallvidian honor by seeking out and forcing 

a confrontation with Melkor would come second to the need to protect the Crown 
Prince. Could | so sacrifice my honor for an even higher honor? 


! knew Tuarek would not un-name me if | did not accept this geas. As 
Lareesha, Dalividia of the Dalividia, honored Lady, Praetor and Commander of 
the Imperial fleet, | would be in a strong position to lead what remained of 
our once proud forces against the traitors and the false friends who were 
tasting victory to-day. | could feel the berserker strain within me sparking 
to Ilfe, urging me to action. : , 


But the Reeshandra, \ying hidden on my breast, was producing a pul- 
sating warmth which counteracted the berserker flame, bldding stop and con- 
sider the ProConsul's words carefully. This, then, was the moment of mladia, 
of decIsion.. So much that had been unexplained before was now clear. DelIb- 
erately, | broke contact with Tuarek while | marshalled my thoughts. 


Torandor had spoken of the cycles of history - and of cytherea. In the 
fullness of time, the cycle of cytherea had come again Into being. Cytherea. 
That which seems to be Is not, that which seems to be not’ls. Those who hdd 
been kin, those who had been called friend, were now proven false. Would sworn 
foe-men also shift thir position on the cycle of IIfe? Could It be that life 
and honor - for self and for Romulus - could be found only In exile? Exile 
to the Federation? 


A memory - mine? the Vulcan's? surfaced slowly. A memory of an old, 
a very old saying, Imperfectly remembered, Imperfectly understood: The enemy 
of my enemy its my friend. Was It so? With a new enemy had we also gained a 
new friend? | searched my mind. Was | so bitter against the Vulcan that | 
would destroy all hope for Romulus rather than take the risk of seeing, meeting, 
knowing him again? 


It was my choice, my decision. For Iife? for death? And yet, had | a 
cholce, actually? Or had | been maneuvered by Torandor, by Tuarek, by the ka- 
stantha \tself, Into a position where | had but one path leading In front of me? 


But no, there were still several paths left open to me. That | would 
not, could not take any of the other roads did not eliminate the element of 
cholce from my decision. And In some other universe, some other Lareesha might, 
even now, be making another choice entirely. 


! held my right hand up to my father once agaln. | sensed his growing 
weakness, his Increasing weariness. "Lareesha of the Dallvidia, do you accept 
this geas?" 


"| accept the geas you lay upon me. | accept the honors and the respon- 
sibIllities Inherent in the title Regent of Romulus." 


A sudden release of tension, an end of doubt. My father's Inner thoughts 
echoed his words. //It is good.// The sense of flat, of accomplIshment eman~ — 
ating from the:Silver Star of Vardaa reinforced these words. "It Is good." 


Tension lifted suddenly, abruptly, almost audibly. But the mental ties 
between Torandor and myself did not loosen. Rather, they tightened, deepened, 
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Intensified. | sensed again the moral strength and honor of the man, the 
justice and the dedication. There, too, were the controlled passions, the 
hidden depths of warmth. (a shading remac tree, a taste of stlyada, a 
soaring khatera) 


And above all, his love for Romulus. 
//Daughter, farewell. Tsaimat! Tsaimat! ... // 


Sudden coldness, bone-deep, soul-deep. Coldness so Intense all feel- 
Ing, all sensation was cut off. The world telescoped around me, condensing 
Into a single bright spot directly In front of me. My senses were numb, and 
my mind beat helplessly against its prison of unfeelingness. Even the single 
bright tight | could see, sole contact with the world without, began to fade, 
and | was 


Falling 
to a pIt of despair 
undulating 
in eternal 

greyness 
which seeps 

through every pore 

of soul and belng... 


Tearing 

at the silken 
fetters 

enchalning me 
as Davish, too, 

was bound: 
In hopelessness 

more strong 

than Nardath's power. 


| dle... 


without death's peace. 


There was no contact with the Reeshandra. | was completely cut off from 
from existence. | was one with Tuarek. If | were trapped In this close 
rapport with him at the moment of his death... 


//Father!// \ cried In silent desperation. //Help me! I can not 
break away!// 


The essence of my father filled my mind once more. By what strength 
of will he called his soul back from the grey journey on which it had em- 
barked | know not. But | could feel his warmth, his comfort, his presence 
once more. Images flooded my mind.(the fields of Dalivis, of home, warm 
and fragrantly red-gold in the Time of Gentle Growing; riding the storms of 
Mount Caleis in a protected air-bubble, able to dare all because one has 
safety, has security, has home; and above all, my father - hiding much of 
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what he was beneath the cloak of a professional soldier, a true son of Tsaimat. 
Yet to Haroe and myself he had been all.) 


With gentle touch and an undertone of humor - «= 1 not lost to him, he 
severed each telempathic bond that held me a tight-fast prisoner. A last fare~ 
well, a gentle pressure, almost a caress, and he was gone. 


| was whole, Intact, In control of my body once more. Within, there re- 
malned only the memory of my father's being. For one brief heartbeat the 
memory of his passing, the now-too-fami liar emptiness of my mind threatened 
to overwhelm me with grief. 


My warrior heritage and training asserted Itself. Grlef must be held at b 
bay until | could be private with my sorrow. At present, | could not afford 
the luxury of such an emotion. 


| focused once more on the outside world. | could see the outer shell 
in which Tuarek had been encased begin begin to fall to the ground. | caught | 
it, and lowered it gently. | had very little time in which to act. The Vinja 
Gai would rendevous here shortly, and | had still to recall the Khatera. 


Despite this, | must first pay silent honor, final tribute, to the Praetor. 


Once again | drew the golden-chalned pouch containing the Reeshandra from 
around my neck. A tenderness where the focus stone had fain on breast warned 
me of the possibility of a painful burn in the future. | grimaced at this 
painful evidence that the Silver Star had not been Inactive during my too 
close bout with death - this even though | had been cut off from all contact 
with the stone. 


| knelt and placed the Reeshandra mhi Vardaa on Tuarek's forehead. Fol- 
lowing the ritual of Mardon, | opened his eyes, that he might have a better 
chance to see where he was going in the grey world he had just entered. 


Leaning over his body, | unbuckled his sword-belt. DrawIng his ritual 
sword from [ts scabbard, | tossed the belt to one side. 


| rose to my feet. Crossing my arms, | held the sword as for present- 
ation. Breathing stowly, deeply, | once more entered the safada state. This 
time, however, | entered a deeper level than before. 


| emptied my mind of all extraneous factors, willed the tension, the pain, 
of this single day away. Mind and body worked together as one. | became more 
completely aware of myself and my place in the unlverse than | had been for a 
long time. The burden of self-doubt and guilt | had been carrying for so long 


dissolved as | dared to look at myself honestly. 


Having learned to know myself, | was ready. for the next step In this rit- 
ual of leave-taking. | came to full attention. Hotdtng.the Inscribed blade 
in front.of me, | recited the Prayer of Final Battle. | then depressed one of 
the jewels.on the hilt. The tip of the sword began to glow, a softly burnIshed 
glowIng that slowly grew brighter and brighter, turning at last fiercely In- 
candescent. | pointed the sword at Tuarek's body, and simultaneously depressed 
yet a second jewel. 
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A beam of IIght raced from the sword tIp to 
.to the. ProConsul's body, Rainbowed ilghts played 
around the body, momentarily clothing {tt with 
the glory of the gods, 


































Then... a force-beam from the dIsgulsed wea- 
pon In my hand, and my father's body was. com- 
pletely disintegrated, Agaln a sudden rushing 

by, as of wings or wind, and a feeling of great 
peace. : 


| deactivated the Sword of Light, Picking 
up the sword belt { had dicarded earller, | did 
some judicious alterIng and was able to fasten 
the belt around my own walst, | re-sheathed 
the sword, By Tradition, having dispatched 
the ProConsul wlth the Sword of Light, | ‘now 
had to carry It with me until such time as [ 
could return It to Its rightful place In the 
Datividtlan Hall of Ancestors, 


| began to make preparations to flee 
Romulus, | bent and plcked. up the focus 
stone, Although It had been at the center 
of great powers and forces when Tuarek's 
body was disIntegrated, it was completely 
unscathed, Although warn, It was no long- 
er active, It could readily be returned 
to Its leather pouch, and tucked 

back Inside my unlform. There 
was ne Irritation to my burn. 

Rather, a cooling to ald 

‘In soothing my tor- 

tured skIn.. 


| went to 
the 


telavtewtng screen and, transmttttng on a narrow beam to avotd detection, tied 
Into the control bridge of the Khatera. Julla Adona responded Immediately. 


"Yes, SubComma-- my Lady!"'. she was startled to see the Imperial Crux on 
my chest, 


Explanations could wait. "Julia, rendevous with the Imperial torchship 
Vinja Gat in ten minutes at ‘bearing 8, mark 2.56, azimuth 45. On signal, be 
prepared to set a course for 7/4.89/32." 


"But, my Lady! Such a course will take us directly Into Federation terr- 
itory! This attack--" 


"Julla, It Is renegades of our own blood, with Klingon backing, who have 


brought the Empire to destruction. | would march through ai] twelve levels 
of Hell to preserve Romulus. | rather doubt the Federation ts that bad." 
"Yes, my Lady. | mean, no, my lady." In spite of the serlcusness of the 


present situation, | had to suppress a smile. Never before haa.! seen my First- 
in-Command so flustered, so lost In confusion. But, confuston or no, she would 
follow my Instructions exactly. 


l'cut transmission, picked up my plasma rifle, and stepped through the door. 
The sound of battle was still obvious, even many levels undergreund, 1 started 
down the long corridor to the main landing pod.: Several times | hac lv’ stop 
and flatten myself against. the walls to escape fal!ing debris from near-hits 
by the attackIng forces. | began to feel the constant bomvardment.was a perm- 
anent thing, that this strident civil-war had always been a part of my life, 


Idly, | wondered how far the Palace was from complete destruction. As site - 
after site fell before the enemy, Increased fire-power was coming. to bear on the 
Palace. |t would fall soon. | would have to sound for evacuation. With any 
luck, enough warriors would escape to harry the enemy fram hiding In the future. 


| reached the landing pod. Harroll and Hador ware already In position to 
be transported to the Vinja Gat. Harroll, with the resiliency of youth, was 
momentarily able to forget the extermination of his family with 
_ his current excitement. 


"Lareesna, isn't it thrilling? Hador 
tells me we are going to.escape from the 
treachery of 

the Kl ing- 

ons. WII 

we turn 
plrate 

to’ 











harry them from the star-lanes?" 

Hador and | shared adult looks above the head of the Crown Prince-- who 
was, In reality, just a very brave little boy. "We shall see, my Ilege. Per- 
haps, !f all goes well, we shall Indeed ‘turn pirate!" 


"And you, Lareesha, are you to be my regent?" 


| assented, 
"Good. | knew | could depend on my foster-father to provide me with an 
excellent regent." He looked around. "But where ts the Praetor? Is he not 


coming with us?” 


By this time Hador had noted both the Imperial Crux at my breast and the 
Sword of Light at my walst. "My Ilege," he softly Interrupted, "the Lady La- 
reesha is your Praetor now." 


Harroll loGked to me, a question in hls eyes. As he realized the sIgnI- 
ficance of of the Crux, the Sword, even the golden ring on my finger, his 
excitement dled: He donned adulthood. 


"Yes, | see. My Lady, | grieve with you, and | regret that we can not 
give all due honor to those who died In our cause." 


“| looked at the Crown Prince. "We shall grieve In our own time, In our 
own way." My glance passed on to take In Hador. "And the makers of our grief 
shall grleve In turn." We clasped hands, all three, bound together by the tles 
which had been forged by that day's fires. me 


The Vinja Gai arrived at the rendevous station. | set off the Palace ex- 
cavation signal, then jolned the Crown Prince and Hador on the transport pad. 
We prepared ourselves for transportation to the Praetorlan torchshIp. 


| gave one last look around as the evacuation alarm continued its clang- 
orous warning. When, If ever, would | see my homeland again? Before me was 
a new and unknown world, a world of bondIng, a world of cytherea. 


| looked at my comrades, begInning now to sparkle Into nothingness. Would 
we be successful In our quest? | did not know. But before us lay the Vinja 
Gat, and the start of our new IIves. 


Cytherea... an ancient Romulan word with many complex philosophical connotat® 
tions. Its most obvious usage is in describing the basic underlying obversion 
of a given situation. That which seems to be, is not, that which seems to be 
not, ts. This concept underlies all relationships, on many levels. It inex- 
tricably threads its way through the story which follows... 
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In future Issues of TIME WARP, we will run an In-depth review section. , 
Our prime Interest will be fanzine reviews. If you have a fanzine you'd IIke 
us to revlew, please send a reviewer's copy to TIME WARP, Review Dept., PO 
Box 296, Staten Island, New York 10301. -FanzInes submitted for review do not 
have to be solely STAR TREK orlented. We are hopIng to review many fanzInes 
“with a broad, general appeal for our readers. 


We are also Interested In reviews of books, movles, TV shows, and pro- 
zines. If you have a review or commentary on any subject that might appeal 
to our readers, do not hesitate to submit It to us. Constructive, detalled 
fanzine reviews are also welcomed from "contributing critics." 


FANZINES: For our first review column, however, we shall not follow 
, the format suggested above. Instead, we shall offer very 


‘brief, Introductory listings of only a few of the many fanzines avallable for 
your delectation. 


*1.  ALGOL, available from Andrew Porter, PO Box 4175, New ‘York, New 
York 10017. Subscriptions: three issues (one year) $4.50; sIx 
Issues (two years) $7.50. Single copy $2.25. Some back Issues 
avallable. : 


ALGOL is a slick, polished, professionally mounted science fiction 
genzine, which is a three-time Hugo winner for best fanzine. The 
articles and criticues are by and about some of the most well-known 
names in science-fiction (Pohl, Delaney, Asimov, Zelazny, Silverberg, 
DeCamp, Anderson, etc.). Always superb artwork, well-reasoned re- 
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views, and fascinating LOCs add further dimension to this leading fanzine. 
Highly reconmended. for ‘the serious science-fiction fan, .. 


ALTERNATE UNIVERSE #4, Vol. 1 and 2, avallable from Shirley MalewskI, 481 
Maln Street, Hatfield, Massachusetts 01038. Please send SASE (Self~address- 
ed, stamped envelope) for current price and aval labl lity. 


In Voltwne 1 of ALTERNATE UNIVERSE #4 James Kirk is courtmartialed and de- 
nted any future contact with a Federation Starbase. Held criminally respon- 
sible for the destruction of an entire solar system, Kirk must build a new 
life for himself; he must find himself, and must find a new meaning for 
life. Kirk does rebebuild his life - and discovers Lightfleet, a massive 
under-cover agency dedicated to keeping the peace throughout the galaxy. 
Volume .2 continues Kirk's adventures in Lightfleet, introduces more of the 
Lightfleet personnel to us, and includes a mission to the Klingon Empire 

to preserve the fabric of peace. This is, indeed, a fascinating "alter- 
nate universe" for all Trekfen. 


AMRA, avallable from George Scithers, Box 8243, Philadelphia, PA 19101. 
SubcrIptions: . ten Issues (very Irregularly printed!) for $6.00. Single 
copy 75¢. Some back issues available. 


This Hugo winning fanzine was originally designed for the many fans of 
Robert E. Howard, particularly devotees of the swash-buckling Conan series. 
Since its inception, however, AMRA has widened its appeal. It is now a 
must for anyone seriously interested in the sword-and-sorcery sub-genre 

of science-fiction. Articles, poetry, and parodtes by and about sone of 
the best known names in the s-and-s field (Anderson, Carter, DeCamp, Moore, 
Norton, ete.) are regular features. The art-work is always outstanding, 
and such famed artists as Krenkle, Barr, and Kirk have appeared on the 
pages of AMRA, 


BERENGARIA, avallable from Vicki KirlIn, 13726 Harrison Plaza, #406, Omaha, 
Nebraska 68137. #9 most current Issue. SASE. 


BERI is a ST/SF fanzine exhibiting a wide range of interests. The Loch 
Ness monster, vampires, lost princesses;:.senttent dragons, Kraith, hallucen- 
ogente worlds, Kolchak on the Planet of the Apes: all have been’ featured in 
this fanaine along with the usual Trekfare. Issue by issue, BERI shows 
marked improvement, and it bears watching. : 


DELTA TRIAD, .avaihiable from Laura Scarsdale, 1627 East 17th St., Owensboro, 
KY 42301. #4 most current Issué; SASE. : 


DELTA TRIAD SUPPLEMENT, avallable from above address. SASE. 


DELTA TRIAD ts dedicated to the exploration of the Uhura/Kirk relationship. 
The love-affair between the two is handled tastefully and believably, and 
adds new depth and dimension to the character of Uhura. The presentation 
of DELTA TRIAD ts outstanding: crisp, clear copy, outstanding art-work, 
and excellent covers. The fiction, on the whole, is uniformly good. ‘The 
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characters are all handled nicely, particularly Uhura. The plots range 
from gentle romances to action-adventure tales. 


DELTA TRIAD SUPPLEMENT is DT's 'adult' zine; however, the stories are 
rated 'R' (or even 'PG') rather than 'X'. Strong characterizations, in- 
teresting plots, and smooth, even writing. 


6. DESPATCH, avallable from Gall Saville and Barbara Metzke, PO Box 1018, 


1C.. 


Talla hassee, FLA 32302. $3.00 per year along with annual membership In 
the Mark Lenard International Fanclub. One year~book plus three zInes 
per year. 


The official 'house-organ' of the MLIFC, the stories and articles in 
DESPATCH usually revolve around some aspect of Mr. Lenard's career, or 
highlight a particular character he has portrayed. Sarek and the Rom- 
ulan Commander are, of course, highltghted, but other roles are not 
neglected. 


ERIDAN| TRIAD, published by Judith Brownlee, DBA Eridant Trlad, 1553 
Fllimore, Denver, CO 80206. SASE. 


Three issues of ERIDANI TRIAD were published several years ago and have 
been out-of-print since. They are now being reissued, and future tssues 
are planned. "Tis a consummation devotedly to be wished." One of the 
early Trek-zines, many of the stories in EP. are classics. 


FURAHA, available from Virginia Walker, PO Drawer #350, Ayer, MA 01432. 
(Note; thls address may no longer be valid, since Ms. Walker Is In the 
process of moving across country.) #1-5 currently In print. #687 due 
shortly. $2.50 by hand, $2.75 book rate. Subscriptions: ‘three Issues 
for $6.00. : 


FURAHA is the official publication of the Nichelle Nichols Fan Club. A 
secondary zine emphasis is on 'the women of Star Prek.' The fiction ts 
of excellent quality, and both reprints and original fiction are used. 
Reproduction is neat and clear, with excellent front and back covers. 


GRUP, avallable from Carrle Brennan, 3405 North SInton Road, #107, Col- 
orado Springs, CO 80907. $2.00 per copy plus 60¢ postage 3rd class. 
Back Issues out of print. #5 current Issue. #6 due shotly. 


The original Dirty Old Broad's fanzine, GRUP specializes in ‘adult fiction' 
and in strategically undraped illos of the Enterprise.crew. Porn content 


ranges from implied to triple-x rated. Along with the porn, some well- 
written stories on adult themes first appeared in the pages of GRUP. 


A HANDFUL OF SNOWFLAKES, avallable from Pandora Press, PO box 404, Commerce 
City, CO 80022. SASE. 
MORE TREK TALES, see above address. Agaln, SASE. 
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. In A HANDFUL OF SNOWFLAKES, Steve Barnes presents a number of stories, 
poems and tllos based on the theme of 'Love', love in its many forms, 
partieuarly as relating to Commander Spock, The stortes are well- 
plotted, have consistent characterization, and develop action smooth- 
ly. The title story ts a Trek fiction classic. 


MORE TREK TALES gives us more of Ms. Barnes's STAR TREK ftetion. The 


stories are nicely polished, and.a smooth read- but, after AHOS, scarcely 
memorable. 


IDIC, avallable from Leslye Lilker, 37 Clark Avenue, Lynbrook, NY 11563. 
#1-3 out-of-print. #4 3.00 by hand/ $4.12 first class. #5 (The Forging) 
$5.50 plus postage. Sahaj Collected $7.50 plus postage. 


IDIC highlights the development of Sahaj, natural son of Spoek and the 
Vulean ambassador to Ventura, T'Marr. The zine features a wide-range of 
writers and artists, many of them among the most well-known in fandom. 
Crisp copy, excellent art reproduction, and attractive cover designs add 
to the ztne's initial impact. 


IN A DIFFERENT REALITY, avallable from John Herthg, 306 W. High, Urbana, 
IL 61801. #1-3 available. $2.00 per Issue, first class, 


IN A DIFFERENT REALITY offers a miwed bag of STAR TREK staples. There 
ave nicely presented short stories, cartoons, puszlea; ‘poems, graffitti, 
and art-work, , Improvement on thé zine has been steady and noticeable, — 
and future issues will bear watehing. 
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INDEPENDENT ENTITY, available from Lyn Martindale, 190 Lawrence Place, 
Orchard Park, NY 14127, or from Sheryl! PrzybylskI, Box #1775, St. Bon- 
aventure, NY 14778. #1 out of print. SASE on #243. 


INDEPENDENT ENTITY is an enjoyable ST genzine. It contains some clever 
short, humorous pieces: puzzles, cartoons, trivia, book reviews (by 
Jackie Lichtenberg), a delightful comic strip, etc. General ST-ortented 
fiction is also featured. An inexpensive mimeo zine. IE provides light 
and beguiling reading. 


INTERPHASE, edited by Connie FaddIs, 5731 Kentucky Avenue, Pittsburgh, 
PA 15232. All Issues of INTERPHASE, #1-4, are out-of-print. Xerox re- 
prints are avallable from Lor!-Chapek-Carleton, 557 Cornell, East Lan- 
sing, Ml 48823. SASE for price IIlst and avallibility. 


INTERPHASE ts the most visually beautiful fanzine in STrekdom. It also 
features some of the best fiction and articles relating to the ST uni- 
verses to have yet hit print. Some of ST's most outstanding authors 
and illustrators have been featured in 'PHASE: Faddis herself, Licht- 
enberg, Smith, Block, Berman, Miller, Feyer, Landon, Moaven, Carleton, 
Stegrist, Nemeth, Aumerle, Walske, Marder, Hall, and the list goes on. 
Indeed, a complete listing of the contributors to 'PHASE reads like a 
WHO'S WHO of STAR TREK fandom. 


KRAITH COLLECTED, avallable from Caro! Lynn, 11524 Nashvitle, Detrolt, 
Ml 48205. SASE for current avallabl lity and price. 


KRAITH CREATOR'S MANUAL, SASE as above. 
QUARTET, SASE as above. 


KRAITH is the longest continuing sertes in ST ltterature. More than 
forty 'ereators' are currently working with the KRAITH universe, an al- 
ternate time line based on premises drawn from aired Trek by Jaqueline 
Lichtenberg. In a series of inter-related novels and short stories, 
KRAITH traces the development of tension between the conservative Vulcan 
government and a more 'rambunctious' Terran-dominated Federation. In 
the process, we are given glimpses of Vulcan traditions, culture, rit- 
ual, home-life, ete. KRAITH segments, KRAITH parodies, and alternate 
KRAITH tales appear in many fanzines, and are gradually being collected 
in KRAITH COLLECTED. To date, five volumes have appeared. 


KRAITH CREATOR'S MANUAL contains a number of extropalative articles and 
explanatory essays which throw a deal of light on the KRAITH universe. 
The provocative, contoversial KRAITH view-point of Vulcan and the Fed- 
eration will not appeal to everyone. It is, however, an attempt to 
deal with an alien’ Vulcan: eulture. iIt‘ts~an important adjunct to the 
library of any Trekfan. 





QUARTET, a Sawek- Amanda universe created by Claire Gabriel, a profess 
stonal author, is one of the most well-written pieces of Trek fiction 
yet published. It ts, deservedly, a classic. All four stories are 
well-crafted, with excellent character development and motivation. 
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LOCUS, publ Ished by Locus PublIcations, BQ Box 3938, San FranclIsco, CA 
94119. Subscriptions: 12/$9.00, 24/$17.00 by second class mall; add 40¢ 
per Issue for first class. SIngle copy price $1.00. Back Issues avall- 
able. SASE. 


LOCUS is THE monthly, general SF newsaine. It routinely contains con 
listings, book reviews, book publication information, biographical notes, 
and other items of interest to fans. LOCUS is a three-time Hugo winner. 
It encompasses the entire spectrum of SF news, including ST items. 


MASIFORM D, available from Poison Pen Press, 627 East 8th Street, Brook- 
lyn, NY 11218. #6 current. No back Issues In print. $1.25 per Issue. 


THRESHOLD, available from Polson Pen Press, see above address. One shot, 
novel-length zine. $1.25 per copy. 


MASIFORM D is a carefully printed mimeo genatne genzine with a very 
'homey' feel. In its pages appear fantasy, science fiction, and S°..: 
TREK material. Fiction, essays, parodies, transcripts of fan panel 
discussions, poetry, puazles, illos, and extrapolative articles appear 
regularly in this gine; indeed, this divertty ts MASIFORM's greatest 
asset. 


THRESHOLD, a novel by Carol Walske and Fern Marder, is one of the newest 
ST 'alternate universes.' Complete and self-contained in and of itself, 
the novel is nevertheless part of the 'kilingau' cycle developed by 
Walske and Marder. This cycle traces the Klingon-Federation war from 
opening hostilities to uneasy peace, particularly through the inter- 
reactions of the Alkarin Kor and his family. THRESHOLD ts a major part 
of the cycle. It is beautifully constructed, shows much thought and r 
research, and reads well. It is a superbly produced mimeo zine. 


MENAGERIE, published by boojums Press, 507 Locust Street, Kalamazoo, 

MI 49008. Subscriptions: 2/ $3.50 first class; 2/$3.00 third class. 
Single Issues $1.00 plus 65¢ postage. Some back Issues aval lable. 

#14 current Issue. SASE for avalllbllIty and for varlous bPress Items. 


Famous, ov rather, infamous for the "How's Treks" parodies and for 
satirical masterpieces which deflate some of the most cherished eliches 
in fandom, MENAGERIE also prints excellent straight dramatic fietion, 
and poetry. MEN's serious work emphasizes extra-Enterprise stories 
featuring other than the 'Big Three.' This zine will not, therefore, 
appeal to everyone. But those wishing to expand the horizons of their 
ST reading should sample the wares purveyed in the pages of MENAGERIE. 


NIGHT OF THE TWIN MOONS, avallable from Dr. Jean Lorrah, 301 S. 15th 
Street, Murray, Kf 42071. $3.00 plus 80¢ postage (fourth class/spectal 
handiting). 


FULL MOON RISING, avallable from Yeoman Press, 5445 Valles Avenue, 
Bronx, NY 10471. $3.75 first class, $3. . book rate, $4.50 overseas. 


NTM COLLECTED.#4; available from Jean Lorrah, as above, $2.50 plus 80¢. 
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PARTED FROM ME AND OTHER STORIES, ayallable* from Jean Lorrah, see above 
address, $1.00 plus 35¢ postage (4th class/spectal handling). 


NIGHT OF THE TWIN MOONS ts the novel that tntroduced Jean Lorrah's 
Sarek-Amanda universe. Thetr union is examined against a backdrop 

of interstellar politics and intrigue. While not everyons will agree 
with her version of Sarek - a sexual, emotional male who appears almost 
disquietly human at times - WIM is guaranteed to hold one's attention 
from beginning to end, and introduces some (to coin a phrase) fascinating 
new characters. 


FULL MOON RISING is a series of four Sarek-Amanda stories ser ing as a 
prologue to the NIM universe. They trace the S/A relationship from thetr 
bonding to the conception of Spock. Lorrah maintains internal ‘consist- 

\ eney, and her characters are well-drawn. 


NIM COLLECTED #1 continues Lorrah's universe with five short stories, 
two essays, and a poem- all highlighting some aspect of the intriguing 
sarek-Amanda relationship. ; 


PARTED FROM ME AND OTHER STORIES consists of four early Lorrah stories i 
although none are set in the NIM universe, they are well-written, with 
smooth pacing, believable charactertaations, and developed plots. 7 


20. PEGASUS, avallable from Pegasus Press, 5817 N. Paulina, Chicago, IL 
60660... SASE for avallabl|Jty of #182. #3 tentatively scheduled for 
4/30/78; $3.60 third class (cannot guarantee delivery), $4.80 first. 
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PEGASUS is a carefully printed mimeo zine with a sizeable range of 
interests: stories, articles, puzzles, poetry, art-work, parodies, 
ete. Its light fiction and its humorous pieces are particularly well 
done. Issue #3 will be a special ‘All STAR WARS' edition. 


*21. A PIECE OF THE ACTION, avallable from STAR TREK WELCOMMITTEE, PO Box 
19413, Denver, CO 80219. Subscriptions: $5.50/12 Issues. SIngle 
coples: 60¢ per Issue. Some back Issues avallable. SASE. 


APOTA is the monthly news-letter of the STAR TREK WELCOMMITTEE, a 
non-profit, volunteer organization serving as a clearing house for 
information bearing on STAR TREK. APOTA keeps us current with the 
ST movie/tv show, the doings of our favorite stars and writers, and 
the activities of various clubs and organizations. Book information 
and con listings are also featured in APOTA, a must for all STfen. 


22, PROBE, avallable frém Winston Howlett, PO Box 206, New Rochelle, NY 
10804. #12 current issue: $4.00 In person and postage pald (4th s.' 
class); $5.00 first class. SASE for back Issues. 


* ’ GODDESS UHURA, avallable from Winston Howlett, see above address. 
$3.50 In person. $4.00 by mall. 


An unpretentious, comfortable zine, PROBE continues to improve with 
each issue. Fiction, articles, and poetry are highlighted, along 

with rather chatty editorials veminescent of those appearing in gen-.\' 
eral sf zines. PROBE's editor is not afraid to experiment. He has 
had a sword-and-sorcery edition, has introduced several new KRAITH 
tales, has run a 'Man from U.N.G.L.E.'-ish series about the Welcommitee 
vs. agents of T.R.E.K.K.I.E., and has written a STAR TREK Fandom murder 


mystery. 


GODDESS UHURA is the most definitive picture of Lt. Uhura yet drawn. 
The courage, wit, charm, and capabilities so ably hinted at by Nichelle 
Wichols in STAR TREK - this despite a dearth of decent scripts - ts 
captured beautifully in the two main novellas of this volume. Howlett 
ts. presently working on the sequel to GODDESS UHURA, an episodic novel 
entitled CAPTAIN UHURA. SASE for publication information. 


23. SCIENCE FICTION REVIEW, publIshed by Richard E. Gels, PO Box 11408, 
Portland Oregon 97211. Subscriptions: $4.00 one year, $7.00 two 
years. SIngle coples: $1.50. PublIshed quarterly. Back Issues 
avallable. #24 current Issue. 


SFR is another Hugo winning SF genzine. As with most SF zines, there 
is no fiction. Instead the main features are in-depth interviews with 
major SF writers, reviews of new books, LOCs on issues large and 
small, feature columns, and spot illos. The entire ‘zine ts held 
together by the personal musings of editor Gets (and his severest 
eritie and arch-vival, Alter Ego), musings which have garnered for him 
him the Best Fan Writer Hugo on several occasions (in fact, I under- 
stand there is a movement afoot to have Geis/SFR declared a. monopoly). 
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*24, SCIENCE FICTION STUDIES, published by the English Department, Indlana State 
University, Terra Haute, Indiana 47809. Three Issues per year. Subscrip- 
tions: $6.00 per year. Single coples: $3.00 per Issue. Some back Issues 
avallable. SASE. 


For the sertous student of science fiction, SCIENCE FICTION STUDIES pro- 
vides scholarly essays and discussions on many of the trends and. topics 
of the field. This learned journal is not ST-related, but will prove to 
be of interest to those who have read widely and deeply in the SF genre, 
and who ave involved with the deeper significances behind the works they 
have read. Critical essays about individual authors and analytical, 
in-depth book reviews are also provided. 


25. SEHLAT'S ROAR, avallable from Randy Ash, 29409 Aspen Drive, Flat Rock, 
Michigan 48134. #1-5 currently avallable. SASE for price IIst. 


SEHLAT'S ROAR is an engaging, carefully produced mimeo zine. Clean, crisp 
type-print and generally well-defined art-work show an excellent grasp of 
the strengths of the mimeo method and result in a very good-looking zine 
for a remarkably reasonable price. Moreover, the work in SR ts markedly 
original. An outstanding feature is a xeno-anthropological series about 
the varios altens of the ST universe, as interpreted by a number of au- 
thors. The fiction is marked by sincerity and enthusiasm, as well as 
originality and quality. Artwork, likewise, is of high calibre. All in 
all, a most enjoyable and worthwhile zine. y 


26. SOUTHERN STAR, avallable from Rebecca Hoffman, 205 Pine Street, Greer, SC 


29651. Issues #1&2 out of print. #3 may stltl be avallable, SASE. Cure: 
‘rent issue, #4, avallable for $4.00 book rate or In person, $5.50 firste:: 
class. 


SOUTHERN STAR offers a very mixed bag of Trek-wares: puzzles, word games, 
_ grafitti, and contemporary science articles enliven ite pages, but its 
main atrraction is a diverse selection of fiction which introduce new 
characters, explore relationships on other starships, and look more close- 
ly at the Klingons. A Klingon-English dictionary is another unique fea- 
ture of this zine. Moreover, SOUTHERN STAR prints straight sf and horror 
stories in addition to Trek-fiction. : 


*27. SPOCKANALIA, avallable from Polson Pen Press, 627 East 8th Street, Brook- 
lyn, NY 11218. Issues #1-5 belng kept In print to meet demand. $2.50 
per copy. 4 


SPOCKANALIA ts the oldest STAR TREK related zine. Although no longer in 
current production, tt is being kept in print to meet the demand from new 
readers. The zine wears well. Its contents equal or surpass much that 
ts being printed to-day. A ‘secondary universe' fanaine, SPOCKANALIA 
specializes in extapolative articles and essays based on extensions of 
current knowtedge in psychology, chemistry, physics, biology, archeology, 
religion, and sociology. It provides fascinating reading, giving depth 
and validity to the concepts of the STAR TREK universe(s). Other features 
in SPOCKANALIA include art, fiction, poetry, etc. A must for any ST fan. 
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STARDATE: UNKNOWN, avallable from Gerry Downes, 3925 West .79th, Anchor- 
age, Alaska 99502. Issues #1-3 available. SASE. #4 due shortly. 


ALTERNATIVE: THE EPILOGUE TO ORION, SASE to above address for current 
avallibillty. Not sold to those under 18. 


The first issue of STARDATE: UNKNOWN was essentially a personalzine 
from author/artist Gerry Downes, and consisted of three novelettes, each 
about one of the 'Big Three.’ With #2, the zine expanded to include .:. 
other artists and authors, some of fandom's best. STARDATE: UNKNOWN 
is a good general ST zine. Wo one character or theme is emphasized, and 
humorous as well as serious pieces are used. The quality is consistent- 
ly good, both for art and prose. Phystcal appearance is also good, with 
erisp, clean copy. 


ALTERNATIVE continues the thread of controversy introduced by Downes in 
the Kirk segment of STARDATE: UNKNOWN #1. Although embracing the con- 
cept of a homosexual love affair between Kirk and Spock, this ts not a 
porn zine. The separate vignettes are tastefully handled; indeed, to 
some itt may appear that Downes used a 'cop-out' ending to her tale. The 
artwork and storyline are subtly, poetically developed. There ts ero- 
ttetsm, but a welcome lack of licentiousness. 


STARFLEET HANDBOOK, avallable from Geoffrey Mandel, 201 West 16th Street, 
Apt 20A. New York, NY 10011. SASE. 


The HANDBOOK is an offictal-appearing zine of particular interest to ‘Ww 
those interested in the technology behind STAR TREK, and to those fascin- 
ated by the probable realities of the Federation. Wo fiction or poetry, 
but the zine does feature awnological reports, blueprints (yes, this is 
that Geoffrey Mandell!), time-lines, ete. 


STAR TREK SHOWCASE, avallable from Barbara Sharon Emily, Route 2, Box lo 
100, Washington, Indiana 47501. There are four volumes of SHOWCASE In 
print. SASE for current price and avallibility. 


SHOWCASE #1 introduces the reader to Lorna Mitchell, a 20th century woman 
trapped in the time of the Enterprise who comes to love Ambassador Sarek 

and who weds him after Amanda's death. SHOWCASE #2 continues the Lorna- 

Sarek saga, reintroduces Gary Seven and Roberta Lincoln, paints a remark- 
ably three-dimensional portrait of Kang and his crew-menbers, and solves 

the Christine/Spock impasse most logically. #3&4 continue the development 
of the SHOWCASE universe as a viable, interesting one in which to project 
STAR TREK-based stories and art. 


THE OTHER SIDE OF PARADISE, avallable from Amy FalkowIltz, 323 Higdon 
Avenue, Apt. #3, Mountaln View, CA 94041 or SIgne Landon, 400 Greendale 
Way #2, San Jose, EA 95429. #182 out of print. #3 delayed In publica- 
tion through no fault of the editors. This will be a pre-sold Issue, 
so SASE to see If orders still belng accepted. 


TOSOP is an impressive zine, containing art folios, illustrations, fic- 
tion, articles, and poetry by an intriguing line-up of fans... tneluding 
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professtonal:writer Marion Zimmer Bradley of Darkover fame. Eileen Roy's 
alternate KRAITH series originated in the pages of thts zine with the 
beautifully constructed "T'Uriamné's Victory". TOSOP sets consistently 
high standards for its stories and articles, but its artwork is even more 
outstandingly good, and the zine remains primarily a visual experience. 
THE OTHER SIDE OF PARADISE #3 wtll actually. be a "two-for-the-price-of= 
one' issue in that it will be two books: PARADISE, for regular art and 
stories; THE OTHER SIDE, for adult pieces. Highly recommended. 


T-NEGATIVE, avallable from Ruth Berman, 5620 Edgewater Boulevard, MInne- 
apolls, MN 55417. Published Irregularly. $1.00 per double issue, $2.50 
for three double Issues. Back Issues avallable: #1- 20, 22-31 presently 
In print with the missing issue to be reprinted. Double Issue 32-35 Is 
the current issue. #34-35 will be the last.. 


T-NEGATIVE is the longest running STAR TREK zine being printed. It is a 
also one of the most consistently good zines around. . Fiction, poetry, 
essays and articles are highlighted, along with colums about the ST 
stars and writers. Work from T-NEGATIVE has been discussed in STAR TREK 
LIVES and reprinted in NEW VOYAGES. A professional author and poet, Ms. 
Berman knows what constitutes a good fanzine. She writes well, and she 
edits well. T-NEGATIVE'S demise is mourned. 


UTOPIA UNLIMITED, avallable from Brian J. McCarthy, 499 Fourth Street, 
Brooklyn, NY 11215. SASE. 


UTOPIA UNLIMITED is an attempt to provide a serious, noteworthy news- and 
revtew-zine for ST/SF/comics fans based in the NY Metropolitan area. Con 
listings, mini-reviews, and news items are included in a mimeo zine that 
makes a good introduction to fannish doings. 


WARPED SPACE, available from T'Kuhtlan Press, c/o Lori Chapek-Carleton, 
557 Cornell, East Lansing, MI 48823. Single Issue: $2.00 by hand, $2.50 
third class, $2.80 flrst class. Four Issue subscription: $9.00 third 
class, $10.20 first class. 


THE OBSC'ZINE, see above address. Single Issue: $3.50 by hand, $4.25 
third class, $4.85 first.class. Four issue subscription: $15.00 third 
class, $17.40 first class. ; 


WARPED SPACE has the distinction of being the most regularly printed zine 
in ST fandom. (As a leading contender in the delayed zine of the year 
eategory, I'd give anything - well, almost anything, souls, David and . 
otherwise, excluded - for the editor's secret formula!) WARPED SPACE 
has shown continuous improvement since the first volume in contents, 
graphic design, and print quality. WS ts known for its light, humorous 
pteces and its slightly wacky vtewpotnt of the STAR TREK universe. It 
has also established ttself as a zine with strong, straight dramatic fic- 
tion, also. (Is there anyone who has not heard of ‘The Weight'?) 





Yet another contender in the 'adult/porn zine' category, the OBSC'ZINE 
ts neatly printed and attractively packaged. The stories and the illos 
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quite explicit, and, on the whole, there is a lackvof the lightness of 
touch and wry humor which marked OB's predecessors, WARPED SPACE X and 
XX. Many of OB's stories read like sex-manual exerpts, complete with 
graphic illustrations. Also, if the K/S homosexual relatioshtp does not 
thrill you, be forwarned that many of the stories in the first two tissues 
of OBSC'ZINE were oriented in that direction. 


The above list of fanzInes was carefully culled from the many diverse ‘zines to 
cross our desk In the course of the past year. All of the zines mentioned were 
of Interest, all had something to Impart to a reader. Some are, of course, 
particularly outstanding for one reason or another. Such zines are marked with 
an asterisk; this marking Is purely subjective, and should not be read as a 
down-gradIng of those zInes whIch are unmarked. 


We hope that the general comments accompanying each zine listing will as-~ 
sist In directing readers towards those zines In which they have an Interest. 
This fist Is not meant to be complete, and will added to from time to time. 


CONVENTION LISTING: 


KUBLA KHAN SEX (May 5-7), Quallty Inn Parkway, Nashville, TN. GoH Theodore 
Sturgeon, MC andy offut, Fan GoH John Cleve. Membership $7.50 In advance, 
$8.50 at the door. Info: Ken Moore, 647 Devon Dr., Nashville, TN 37220. SF. 


X-CON '78 (June 2-4), Holiday Inn Central, Milwaukee, WI. GoH Anne McCaffrey, 
TM Gordon Dickson, FGoH Marty Coady. Membership $8.00. Info: X-Con, Box 
11823, Milwaukee, WI 53211. SF. 


UNICON IV (July 7-9), Sheraton Silver Springs, Sliver Springs, MD. GoH Theo- 
dore Sturgeon. Info: Untcon, PO Box 263, College Park, MD 20740. SF. 


DARKOVER GRAND COUNCIL MEETING, (July 9), Boro Park YMHA, 4910 14th Avenue, 
Brooklyn, NY. GoH Jacqueline Lichtenberg, panel discussants Devra Langsam 
(Spockanalia and Masiform D) and Jean Lorrah (NTM). Registration $2.50 In 
advance, $3.50 at the door. Info: Armida Councl|, 1647 56th St., B'klyn 11204. 


ULTRACON (July 7-9), Miami, FL. GoH George Takel, Grace Lee Whitney, Walter 
Koenlg. Membership $12.00. Info: SASE to 13787 66th St., #D-240, Kendale 
Lakes, FL 33183. ST professional con. 


STAR TREK ATLANTA (June 30-July 2), Atlanta Hilton, Atlanta, GA. GoH WIilIlam 
Shatner, James Doohan, Nichelle Nichols, George Takel. MembershIp $15.00 un- 
tll May 1st, $20.00 thereafter. Info: Tristar, 88 New Dorp Plaza, Staten Is- 
land, NY 10306. Professional ST con. 


AUGUST PARTY (Aug 4-6), Sheraton SIIver Springs, Silver Springs, MD. $5.00 to 
July 10, $6.00 after, no door. Info: Maryland Star Trek Assn., PO Box 924, 
College Park, MD 20740. SASE. Fan-orlented ST. 


ODDY*CON (Aug 11-14), Lansing Holiday Inn South, Lansing Michigan. ¢6.00 untI] 
July 1, $7.50 after. Info: Ingrid Cross, 3650 Dell Rd., Holt, MI 48842. ST 
limited membership fan con. SASE. 
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STAR TREK PHILADELPHIA (Aug 18-20), Phttadelphia Sheraton, Phtladephia, PA, GoH 
Wii ltam Shatner and James Doohan. $20.00 registration. Info: Tristar, 88 New 
Dorp.Plaza, Staten Island, NY 10306. Professional ST con. 


STAR TREK AMERICA (Sept 2-4), Statler Hilton, New ‘York, NY. GoH William Shatner, 
James Doohan, Walter Koenlg, Isaac AsImov. Membership $15.00 untti July 4, $20 
thereafter. Info: Tristar, 88 New Dorp Plaza, Staten Island, NY 10306. Pro con. 


_ IGUANACON (Aug 31-Sept 4), Adams Hotel, Phoenix, AZ. Gol Harlan-Ellison, FGoH 
BIN] Bowers, TM F, M. Busby.Supporting Membership $7.00, attending $20.00. Info: 
guanacon, 80x 1072, Phoenix, AZ 85001. THE con for SF fen. 


MOVIE (‘R-EV.1 EW: The blg news of the year revolves around the long 


awaited STAR TREK Advié  dé¢746° “movie with Adv ¢ddt 
Bld ¢dst éktdot fox Wey entire old crew. TIME WARP has achleved a coup. DIs- 


.guised as simple CIA agents we were able to #Aédk Intd pBrédk INkd gain entry 
to the Paramount ST soundstage. Also, we recovered some sti!{s to be used Ina 
coming publicity campaign. 


Readers, we are pleased to announce: 
THES Sem AGR@ CTR EK: cMicGuVetibolts 2 


Just Whew You 
Felt Safe in 


Spree Renio ) | 


apologieste . 
(eierenl Pictures 
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